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Her GRACE 
The Dutcheſs of Beaufort. 


HAVE obſerv'd it uſual in many, 
who addreſs themſelves to noble Per- 
W ſons by way of Dedication, to launch 
cout often into high Encomiums on 
| their Patrons; and certainly none ever 
did, or ever can (even in their moſt flattering Epi- 
ſtles) ſay more than I might now, with the ſtricteſt 


Verxacity, ſpeak of your GRACE, and yet come in- 


finitely ſhort of your juſt Deſerts. But as your 
— GRACEs 


DEDICATION. 


GRACE's every Action proclaims your Virtues and 


tranſcendant Perfections in a more beautiful Light 
than I can poſſibly paint em, I ſhall wave the at- 
tempting a Theme ſo much too weighty for my weak 


Pen; ſince nothing leſs than a Genius bright as the 
late Mr. Addiſon's, or the ſurviving Mr. Pope s, can 
ſoar to ſo lofty a Pitch! I ſhall therefore, Madam, 
only humbly beg Leave to inform your GRAcE 
that tho' the following Tragedy was, no doubt, 


deſign'd by my Father for the Stage, yet as it is now 


publiſh'd aſter a different Manner, having never 
been acted; as he liv'd not to ſee the Succeſs of 
this his poctical Offſpring, and to review it before its 
Appearance in the World; tis more than probable 
ſome Errors may have eſcap'd which his ſtrict Ob- 
ſcrvation would have corrected, and poſlibly be an 
Occaſion of rendering it more liable to Cenſure ; 
to guard it from which, I, with the loweſt Sub- 
miſſion, become an humble Petitioner for Leave 
to lay it an unworthy Offering at your GRAcE's 
Feet: For to whom can the Royar PENITENTS 
ſo ſecurcly fly for Refuge, as to a Lapy: under 
whoſe Patronage and Protection DIsSTREssS'D IN- 
NOCENCE is ſafe? A LA D! (to uſe my Father's 
Expreſſions, for I can find none fo proper) 


Whoſe Warth compenſates for the Vice of all her 
"8 

Whoſe beauteous Form to match her Mind, WAs 
givn, 


An Angels Face „Join d with the T ruth. of 


Heav'n ! 
If 
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wiſe to, 


DEDICATION. 


If, therefore, Madam, this Compoſition meets 
with your GRACE's Approbation and Regard, it 
will be an ineſtimable Honour done to the Me- 
mory of the dear dear deceas d Author; and like- 


* 


MADAM, 
Tour GRACE's 
already moſt oblig d, 
moſt obedient, and 


for ever truly devoted Servant, 


HANNAH GouLD. 
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The PERSON s repreſented. 


THEODORUS, the Great Duke of Maſeovy. 
Berino, his Uncle. 5 


Anon, a young Nobleman, the Duke's Favourite. 


Bilarmo, a Courtier. 

Ornuo, a Commander in the Army. 
Chamberlain, to the Dutcheſs. 

Mordivan, one of the Dutcheſs's Chaplains. 


Dutcheſs, the Duke's Mother. 


Seraphana, a Lady of Quality and Virtue. 
Adoriſſa, a young virtuous Lady, 
Mirabella, her ſuppos'd Mother, | 
Torza, Seraphana's Confident and Friend. 
Guards, Attendants, &c. 
Loyalt 7 
N 
Truth, 
i Intereſt, | 
HSGäßbiſin, e Maſkers. 
Shepherds, | 
| Shepherdeſſes, ' 
[ Singers, 
Dancers. 


SCENE, the Great Duke's Palace in Moſco, the 


tropolis of Moſcovy. 


by. Le! 
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A Tl. 
SCENE, A Chamber of State. 


Enter Chamberlain, Bilarmo, Mordivan, Ornuo. 


BILARMO. 
E E 8 S' D be this great! this kind Au- 
ſpicious Day 
Which lights our Valiant Prince victorious 
Home! | 
be Brave! the Juſt! ! the Conquering 
Theodorus l 
His Subjects (in whoſe Hearts he fits enthron'd) 
With eager Joy wiſh for his ſafe Return, 
And think the Sun moves ſlow. 
Cybam. Th' Expreſs inform'd us he'd be here 
By Three this Afternoon. The long expected Fe 
Is near I hope the Maſque is ready. 
Bilar. 1 Juſt now ſaw it practis'd: 
Their Habits all are on, they _y wait 
His W 8 Arrival. 
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B | Mordi. 


f 
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Reception? 
He who has done ſuch brave Exploits abroad, 
And from his Country been with-held ſo long, 


Vou welcome Home with Muſick and a Song. 
Cham, Laſt Night, ſoon as we heard the happy News, 


Did not the Streets blaze with continual Fires, 


And ev'ry Conduit tcem with richeſt Wines? 


Did not the ſhouting People and the Bells 

Vie with the deaf' ning Clamour of the Guns, 
Which firſt ſhou'd tell to Hgav*n the gen'ral Joy? 
So vaſt a Confluence are gone forth to meet him, 
The Town's almoſt a Deſart. 


The Gardens, Fields, and Meadows, are ſtripp'd bare, 


To ſtrew with Flow'rs his bright triumphant Way. 
And muſt the Court alone want Ornament? 
Muſick's harmonious, ſweet, and ſoft*ning Sound 
Revives the weary'd Spirits after Toil, 

And breathes a kind of Balm into the Soul. 


Mordi. All that Praiſe can ſay is ſhort of his Deſert. 


But tell me, Ornuo, how has he *mploy*d his Time 
This tedious Abſence ? Tho? the Dutcheſs govern'd 
Saint-like and well, why did he ſtay ſo long 

From Subjects that ſo oft (but ſtill in vain) 


Petition'd his Return? | 
Ornuo. To come the better skill'd in ruling Home, 


So that Way to reward the Love they bear him. 
His Age was, when he took his Leave of | Moſcow, 
Eighteen, or more; and, for his Time, ev*n then 

In Wit and Prudence he had ſcarce an Equal. 

Six Years he ſpent at Elvernoy in Study, 

And in thoſe Exerciſes fit for Princes, 

In War to vanquith, -and in Peace to govern, 

T hence did he travel privately, with ſome 

Few faithful Friends, thro' the European States: 
Before twas Books, then he read Men and Manners, 
In which Employments fix Years more were ſpent. 
* 


Mordi. Cou d there no nobler Way be found for his 


About 


The Royal n „ 


About chat Time you know (taking th* Advantage 
Of his long Abſence) this laſt War broke out 
Z Between us and the Tartars: How he fought 
And what he gain'd, not only our own Me{covy, 
But Europe knows, and crowns with Praiſe and Honour, 
Six other Years this War detain'd him from you, 
For he was ſtill oblig'd to guard the Frontiers, 
Our chief Commander, and in ſeven ſet Battels 
He did at laſt reduce em. Thus you know 
His Story, but He's never to be known ; 
His Courage, Conduct, Juſtice, Clemency, 
Patience and Truth, exceeding all Example. 

Bilar. The War, indeed, we grant he cou'd not leave; 
But there, before, were other ſecret Reaſons 
That lengthen'd out his Abſence to that Time; 
He'd elſe come back long e're the War began. 

Ornuo. Tis true there were, and tho* by ſome Men 

thought 

Meer Superſtition, as indeed 1t proves, 
Yer it was wondrous ſtrange. 
Something, he knew not what (for he wou'd ſay 


N was unaccountable) made him believe 
# Almoſt as ſoon as he firſt left the Court, 


He ſhou'd be molt unhappy, if he e'er 
Went back to Moſcow while the Dutcheſs liv'd. 


Whenever he prepar'd to take the Journey 


(As ſometimes our Perſuaſions wou'd prevail 
Above his Fears) in Dreams *twas threaten'd ſtill 
A dreadtul Fate attended his Return; 

So ſtrong th* Impulſes were, he thought at laſt 


He was divinely warn'd, and did reſolve 


To ſtay. This made him, when petition*d back, 

Still find out new Delays, But ſee the Event, 
And what ſmall Heed ought to ſuch Fears be lent; 
His Mother ſtill is living, and he's come | 
With Honour, Safety, Peace and Triumph Home! 


B 2 | Enter 
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Enter Torza. | 


Torza. My Lord, the Dutcheſs bid me ſend you to 

her: 1 
Amidſt this gen'ral Joy ſhe's diſcompos'd, 
A gloomy Sadneſs has o' ercaſt her Mind, 
Which ſhe endeav'ring to conceal | 
Makes but the more conſpicuous. 

Cham. ? Tis ſtrange, at ſuch a Time, 
Her Son return'd with Victory and Glory : YF 
But I'll attend her. [Exit Cham. 1 

Mordi. Nor mult I be wanting 4 
But ſee! ſad Scraphana does appear, 

The virtuous, but the melancholy Fair. 

For many Years ſh' has ſtood a Prince's Suit, 

Strange! Love in ſo much Time ſhou'd bear no Fruit! 

What End is there of the true Lovers Cares? 

Or what Reward ? She loves, yet he deſpairs. 
[Exit Bil. Mor. Orn.] 


As they go off, ] 
Enter,"on the other Side, Seraphana. 


/ 


Seraph, He comes! O Torza ! how ſhall I receive ve |} 
him? = 
Shame and Confuſion ſeizes me all o'er! _ 
Yet why, ſince I am guiltleſs, ſhou'd I fear? 1 


% FA nnd 


Curſe on the Time I firſt diſclos'd the Secret: 5 
Had I kept cloſe his wild Solicitations, A 
I'd been, long ſince, poſſeſs'd of all my Wiſhes. 1 
Methinks, tho? ! tis ſo many Learsago,: FF 
I have his Words as freſh in my Remembrance = 


O Seraphana ! 


As they were ſpoke to Day. 


Adieu, he cry'd, thou ſofteſt of thy Sex! 
What wou'd I give for ſuch another Moment! 
27 Night! O — not to be expreſt ! 


"T was | 


EO ill then III wear thy Mem'ry in my Soul, 
2 And, for thy Sake, more than for Pow'r or Empire, 
Pray to come back in Safety. 
lall the while aſtoniſh'd, ſham*d, perplex'd, 
Stood, like a Starue, motionleſs * mute; 
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. T was well thou didſt not ſpeak ! thy charming Voice, 
Thy Language, join'd with the impetuous Joy, 
Had over-power'd my Soul! Then preſs'd my Hand, 


I ſhall return ! 


And whiſper'd in my Ear 


I ſtrove to ſpeak, but Fate had ty*d my Tongue, 
In which Surprize, fearing to be obſerv'd, 


Ile left me. 


Torza. And you never ſince heard from him ? 
Seraph. No, 


Nor durſt I truſt the Secret to a Letter. 


Torza. The Time is come, perhaps this very Day, 
That may reſolve the Riddle. 
But ſhou'd the Fault lye there where you imagine, 


7 | *T were dreadful. 


Seraph. No, it can't be that Way neither; 


| Yet I've been tempted oft to give it Credit: 
For when I ſaw her next, a conſcious Red 


Stain'd all her Face, nor wou'd ſhe ſpeak a Word, 


But left me much diſturb'd and diſcompos'd. 
Torza, Did you not wait in the next Room! ? 
Serapb. I did, 


% 4 | But heard no Syllable of what was threatn'd 3 


All was ſtill, huſh, and ſilent. But what moſt 

1 me, was, to find the Duke, next Morning, 

Taking his Leave of me with ſo much Rapture. 
Torza. Twas ſtrange indeed! | 

But ſince you know y' are innocent of all 

That the miſtaken Duke ſuggeſted to you, 


Why has the Prince Berino's Happineſs 


And yours been thus delay'd? 
Seraph. How can I dare to take him to my Arms 
Before the Duke his Nephew's undeceiv'd? 
> "3 Ar 
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At his Return, what wou'd he think to ſee 
Her made his Aunt whom he believes he has | 
Himſelt enjoy d? No, Pll my Truth approve, 
Tho?, ev'n at beſt, unworthy of Berino's Love, 

Torza. No more, he's here. 


Enter Berino. 


Beri. Still Seraphana, ſtill I follow thee, 
Jult as we do our Shadows; 
At the ſame Diſtance you flit on before me, 
And like that, too, are nc'er to be o'ertaken. 
Is the long Day at laſt arriv*d, to give 
Hope or Deſpair? Say, muſt I die or live? 
Seraph. O my lov'd Lord! my firſt and only Hope! 
Thou kindeſt, beſt 
Beri. This is thy Language ſtill, 


The Siren's Song that leads me heedleſs on, 


And makes Deſtruction pleaſing ! 
Suppoſe, thon kindly cruel 
Suppoſe a Soul ſhow'd be took up to Heav®n 
To lee and hear, but hopeleſs e*er to enter, 
The Favour wou'd but double his Deſpair. 
Thus haſt thou fed me with delicious Sounds, 
While 1 am ſtill but where I was at firſt, 
And loſt my Youth in idle Expectation. 

Seraph. I've loſt mine too: | 
I ſhall come to thy Arms lean, wither*d, wan, 


The Ghoſt of what I was when firſt I knew you, 


Beri. Well, granting that (tho? yet, I muſt _— 
y*are loft and fair, 


So diff *rent from thy early fading Sex _ 

Ev'n thy Decline exceeds their Spring of Beauty. * 

Bur granting what you ſay is true, it proves your Love 

Is falſe; while thus the Sweets of Youth you waſte. 
Seraph. O no, my Lord, you ſhall hereafter find 

Heri. That Charm i is at an End, no more Hereafters: 


By 


I: 
e 
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By Heav'n I now will know the very Hour. 
Lean, wan and wither'd once may be thy Doom, 
But Ill enjoy thee ere the Tyrant's come. 
Seraph. Be not impatient: You ſhall ſoon (if 1 
Can make you ſo) be happy. 
* Beri. Witneſs ye holy Pow'rs! Impatient; ſay you ? 
That have ſo long been waiting for the Bleſſing ? 
Others by Weeks and Days recount their Cares; 
I am the firſt that ever lov'd by Years. 
Seraph. I never knew him yet ſo very earneſt. 
[ Aſide to Torza. 
Torza, You ERP not trifle z your Delign is ripe, 
And you may fix the Time. 
Beri. — Name, name the Hour! 
Seraph. To Morrow then if chen you think me 
worthy. 
Beri. Then and for ever! — 0 thou beauteous Mine 
Of everlaſting Sweetneſs! grow! grow here 
Thou Perfume of Arabia! near my Heart! 
As rich a Vein of Truth, as thine's of Virtue! 
O cou'd I think (cho' Muſick in thy Voice 
Does dwell) that e'er the Sound of Words, 
Cou'd charm ſo much? To Morrow! O to Morrow! 
Seraph. His Tranſport fires me too! I feel the Warmth 
Run ſhooting thro* my Veins! [Afrde. 
O Prince! here on your Breaſt I hide my Bluſhes. 
Torza. T he Dutcheſs, Madam. 
Seraph. Ha! 
Beri. Unkindly done 
To interrupt this Parley of our Souls. 
Who are thoſe Strangers with her? 
Torza. The wealthy Mirabella and her Daughter, 


An Heireſs that's but lately come to Court, 


Admir'd for Beauty, but more fam'd for Virtue ; 
The Dutcheſs does deſign her for Lord Aguon, 
Who brought the firſt News of the Duke's Arrival, 
And is molt honour'd by him. 8 
| B 4 Beri. 
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Beri. I've heard of her. | 
Torza. You, Madam, muſt reſign your Place: She now 
Is Favourite in chief: The Dutcheſs 
Loves her beyond all Expreſſion ! 


Enter Dutcheſs, Mirabella, Adoriſſa, Agnon, Cham E 
berlain, Mordivan, Bilarmo, Courtiers, Attendants. 4 


Dutch. Then all's prepar'd? 

Cham. Juſt as your Highneſs order'd. 
The Court, like Paradiſe, 1s all in Smiles, 
The Bleſſing not more gen 'ral than the Joy. 

[ Shouting within, 
Dutch. Theſe Shouts proclaim him near. Go you, 


my Lord, 
And from the Palace- Gate conduct him on, 
For I'll receive him here. [Exit Cham, 
Be ſtill my Soul ! [ Aſide. 


O turn the Proſpective, and ſhew my Crimes 
In a leſs frightful Form! 
Is there no Way for Minds diſeas'd, to learn 
The Myſt'ry of forgetting ? 
O for a Draught of Leibe, a deep Draught, 
That all the ſwarming Images of Thought 
May quit my Brain! and ſoft Oblivion's Hand 
Annihilate my Sorrow! *T will not be: [ Afiae. 
There is a Fury here, 
That gnaws on my Remembrance, poiſons Joy, 
And makes my preſent Woe almoſt as bad 
As that I fear hereafter, 
Ador. Your Grace is thoughtful. 
Dutch, I am, my Love, my darling Adoriſſa. 
Pleaſure does more than Grief oppreſs the Spirits; 
But when Pve ſeen my Son, I ſhall recover. 
Now I'm borne upon a Spring-Tide of Joy, 
But ſoon *rwill fink, and keep within its Channel. 
[ Trumpets, 
Mira, 
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De Royal Penitents. 1 
Mira. The Trumpets ſound : He's ent'ring. 
Dutch, Bear up my ſtagg'ring Spirits. — Adoriſſa, 
| Aide. 


Do you retire; and you, too, Madam, with her, 
Go to my Cloſet, and Pl ſtreight be with you. 
Ador. Ha | *tis as I cou'd wiſh —— yet my Heart 
heaves, 
And yearns to have a View | 
PII take my Time to ſee him, when alone, 
Here my fond Eyes wou'd make the Secret known.[ Afide. 
1 [Exit Mira. Ador. following. 
Dutch. Agnon, you follow, ſay *twas I that ſent you; 
And make your Court to the young beauteous Lady. 
I have propos'd the Match to Mirabella, 
And ſhe ſo readily gave her Conſent, 
You need not fear her Daughter's. _ 
Aenon. I humbly thank your Highneſs. 

The chiefeſt Study of my Life ſhall be | 
How to deſerve this Honour. [ Exit Agnon. 
Dutch. He comes! he's here! | 

The Joy, and Oh! the Anguiſh of my Soul. 


| Enter Duke, Chamberlain, Ornuo, Officers, Guards, 


Attendants. 


My Son! my dear Theodorus! welcome | welcome! | 
Duke. I am rewarded now for all my Toils, | Kneels, 
Heats, Colds, Diſtreſſes, Abſence, Travel, War, 


Only by kneeling here to beg your Bleſſing. 


Dutch. My Pray*rs are heard, you are return'd in 
Safety! [ Raiſing him. 
J have a thouſand Things to ſay, and each 


Mou'd be the firſt, abortive in their Haſte, 


They all are loſt in Wonder and in Joy! 
Beri, Welcome, my Royal Nephew, 
Welcome as the Peace you've brought to Moſcovy. 


The 
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10 Innocence Diftreſsd : Or, 
The Father of your Country ! you have rais'd 
A ſinking State to Plenty, Wealth, and Empire. 
Duke. I rake your Welcome, but return the Praiſe 
To you, who more deſerve it: You have purchas'd 
A laſting Name in War; 
et I muſt blame you, Uncle, for your Abſence 
The laſt Campaign; at that deciſive Blow 
Your Conduct had done Wonders. 
Beri. Tis only Love, that is too hard for Duty, 
And ſlacks the Nerves of Honour. 
T his cruel Fair laid her Injunctions on me, 
And, before her, I'm ſure you'll take th' Excuſe. 
To-morrow ſhe reſigns the Reins of Pow'r 
Into my Hands, and makes me chief Commander. 
Your Highneſs haply comes to grace the Nuptials. 
Duke. Ha ! Seraphana ! What is't makes me tremble? 
A ſudden Horror ſtrikes upon my Soul! 
Lovely as ever! all things elſe are chang'd 3 
Her Face i is {till the ſame! Time has gone on, 
And left no print behind | But *twas a Fault ; 
And tho* my Youth might half excuſe the Error, 
Witneſs ye Pow'rs, I from my Soul repent, 


And here implore your Pardon. ¶Alide. 
Dutch. Ornuo. 
Ornuo. Madam. _ [They diſcourſe apart, 


Duke. I muſt break off this Match; it ſhall not be: 
»Twill be like Inceſt, if 'tis not the ſame; _ 


The worſt of Crimes, and fartheſt mov'd from Mercy. 


[LAſide. 


Beri. She has! and O ye kindly Hours be ſwift ! 
Once the Sun ſtood, and once he gallop'd back ; ; 
Now let the Miracle contract the Time, 

And the Degrees go forward. 

Duke. He is fix'd; — 

And ' tis not now a time to mention more: . 


Say, that I marry'd her my ſelf, and let RS 


Then you have nam'd To-morrow ? 


1s 


She governs, nay ſhe tyranizes here 


* 4 hat I ſhou'd marry her, I beg of you, 
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Him Koop the Truth; I that way ſhou'd repair 


Bur can that 
Very meanly. 


Her violated Honour. 
Be anſwer*d to Diſcretion ? 


Beſide, the Vows made to the beauteous Lady 


J lately ſaw at Edrimont forbid me: 


Yet I ſhou'd ſpeak to this forſaken Fair. [Aſide. 
Seraph. He moves this Way; and now, methinks, my 

WW | 
Are leſſer than they were. | Aldt. 


Duke. You are all Silence, Madam; Tongue, 
But yours, has bid me welcome. 
Seraph. Yer none has greater Cauſe than mine to do 
ſo; - 
For only 7 Return cou'd make me happy: 
As when P ve opportunity, Great Sir, 
I'll more at large inform you. 
Duke. Ha! ſhe advances faſt, I muſt retire. 


If what is paſt, ye Powers, meet your Forgiveneſs, 
Henceforth I'll better pleaſe you. 5 [ Afide. 


Seraph. So cold! thus had it been, had I conſented. 

[ Aſide. 

Dutch. Ornuo, you tell me News ; 1n Love, d'ye ſay? 
And i is the Lady nameleſs ? | 

Ornuo. Yes, to me 
I never ſaw her, Madam. 

Dutch. In all his Letters, and, they were not few, 
He never ſpoke one Word of it to me: | 
But now I'll ſound him: This Diſcourſe, Theodorus, 
Puts me in mind of you, What are your Thoughts 
Of the late Match the Council and my ſelf 
Propos'd to you? (the Princeſs of Moldavia.) 

Duke. My Pray*rs have been that I may ne'er offend 


you. 


But ſince there's no Neceſſity & State, | 


(Our Allies firm, and Enemies reduc'd) 
That 


12 Innocence Diſftreſsd: Or, 
That I may chuſe where Inclination bids me. 

Beri, But, my Lord, 
Where the Prince takes a Subject, the advancing 
A private Family to ſovereign Pow'r 
Breeds ill Blood in the reſt o'th' Nobles, and 
Ambition in all thoſe, who, thus ally'd, 
Dream only of a Crown. That Civil War 
Has been the Conſequence of ſuch raſh Marriages, 
Some neighbouring States can witneſs, To be plain, 
What Fortune is there to match yours at home? 
A Princeſs oft has Kingdoms for her Dowry. 

Duke. Let her's that I ſhall marry, be her Virtue. 
When that time comes, (and it perhaps is near) 
Pll give ſuch Reaſons for't, as, nor the Council, 
Madam, nor you, ſhall diſapprove. 

Dutch. Tis well. 
Let all be as you pleaſe. — Come, Son, a Banquet 
Waits you within; and after that, the Court ſhall 
Shew how we rejoyce in your Arrival, 

Dufte. Lead on. Tho' long you did my Abſence 

mourn, 

Pll make you full amends by my Return. 
For Property ſhall ſmile, and Trade increaſe ;] 
Religion flouriſh, and Diſſenſion ceaſe ; 
And all my Lifebe ſpent in the loft Arts of Peace. 
[ Exeunt. 


The End of übe Firſt ACT, 
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Enter Duke, Dutcheſs, Berino, Seraphana, Torza, 
Bilarmo, Mordivan, Ornuo, Chamberlain, Courtiers, 
Guards, Attendants, &c. 


Dutch. Ome, Son, fit down. I have not, ſince you 
| | left me, | | 

Indulg'd my ſelf in any kind of Joy; 

Affairs of State kept me employ'd : but now 

I'll give a Relaxation to my Cares, 

And revel out the Day. —— Begin. 


The Scene draws, and diſcovers Loyalty lying diſconſolate 
on the Ground ; after ſome ſoft Muſick he riſes, and 
comes forward : a white Wand in his Hand. 


To ſhine on ſuch a Wretch as I, 

Poor, forſaken Loyalty ? 

*T'is he ! 'tis he! he is return'd, IH 
Whoſe Abſence has ſo long been mourn'd! 
Return'd victorious from Command,. 
With Europe's Balance in his Hand! 


Tune, ye Angels, tune your Spheres ! 
And lo-Pceans fill our Ears! 


Loyalty. What Light is this, that do's comply 5 


Enter Intereſt, and Schiſm behind. 


Schiſin. He's here! curſt Chance! our Hope will fail 
If he's allow'd to tell his Tale. c 
Inter. 
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14 Innocence Diſftreſsd : Or, 
Inter. Hence! Make room for a nobler Race; 
Iam a Native of the Place. [8!riving lo thruſt him out. 
Loy. This frontleſs Impudence forbear : 
I'm rooted What's your Busnels here? 
Inter. Our Bus'neſs? haughty Slave, we're come 
To bid our Sovereign welcome Home. 
Loy. Who are you ? ſpeak: |! 
Tater. I, Intereſt am. | 
Loy. Tis Impudence to own 1 your Name. 
Schi. And J am Schiſin. 
Loy. A curſe you are! 
Thou'rt the Beginning of a War: 
What mak'ſt thou here, then, now ' tis done, 
Unleſs to bring another on? 
Inter. We have, bold Wretch, as much to do, 
And are as oft at Court as you. 
Loy. As Vultures Armies do ſurvey, 
Thou doſt but wait on it for Prey; 
When Places fall, to watch the Prize, 
While Merit ſinks that ought to riſe. 
But, Serpent, what is thy Pretence 
For coming here? J Schiſm, 
Sebiſin. To keep thee hence. 
Where &er I've been, or e'er ſhall be, 
I'll not endure a Spice of thee. 
Loy. The Magick of this Wand behold. 
| [7 he Floor opens. 


Thus ſunk your Anceſtors of Old: 

Down, Rebels; down, ye Twins of Fraud; 

Thou, the Prieſt, The Schiſm. 
And thou, the God. [70 Intereſt, [They f "ns 
Henceforth your curſed Influence ceaſe. 

And fince our Prince loves Truth and Peace, 

Deſcend, you ſacred Pair; this Wand 

Your ſwift Attendance do's command. 
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Peace and Truth deſcend in Robes of White. 
Peace. From Heav'n, the Region of Delight, 


* Truth. Thee mighty Pillar of the State, 


Loy. 


And now (if you approve the Choice) p 


Truth. Some perhaps may loyal be 


Of all Crown'd Heads my greateſt Friend. 


Twill 


Shew how you live, and what you gain 
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A ſoft Symphony of Muſick. 


See | Peace has took her ſteepy Flight, 
With you, O Sovereign ! to remain 

Till you have done your glorious Reign. 
Late ſet the Powr's that Minute name, | 
When you aſcend from whence you came, 
O1d in Years, and old in Fame. 


See Truth deſcends to celebrate. 
I too, your Triumphs come t attend, 


Each Man, tis ſaid, when we combine, 
Sits happily beneath his Vine. 

Enjoys what e*er was made to pleaſe, 
Health and Plenty, Mirth and Eaſe. 


I here can ſhew you, roaring Boys, 
Whoſe Loyalty is Drink and Noiſe, 


That have no Love for Peace, or me; 

Thoſe Bullies ſeem that giddy ſort ; 

But prithee ſhew us Country Sport. 

T here the Golden Age began, =) 
And there is ſtill, tho* weak and wan, 8 
The moſt Remains on't ſcen in Man. 


Appear you happy Swains, 
And rural Laſſes of the Plains; 


By a righteous Monarch's Reign. 3 
Die 
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The Scene of ſad War he has carry'd off far, 


Fiſes, Trumpets and Drums, their Sound never comes 
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Enter Foreſters of both Sexes, and dance : After which, 
one of the Swains ſings this 


SO N G. 


I. 


IN 8 true were but Clowns, and laugbh'd at in Towns, 
Where moſt Men are proud of their Crimes ; 
Of Envy n&er fail, at their Sovereign rail, 
And ſtill are at Odds with the Times, 
The Council's a Cheat, or Taxes are great, 
Or Loyalty too much in Vogue ; 
Not conſidering they, who their Country n, 
Are len Degrees viler than Rogue. 


IT. 


Let us then, my Boys, remov'd from their Neb, 
From all their Deſigns be remov*d 

From Subſidies part with a generous Heart ; 
The Generous ſtill are belov'd. 

What Want is come on for that which 1 is gone? 
We find no Decreaſe in our Store; 

For every Pound, Experience has found, 
Kind Fortune new coins us a Score. 


III. 


The Graſs and the Grain untrodden remain, 
Our Prince drives the Fartar away; 
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And theirs is the terrible Day. 


The Countryman®s Peace to moleſt : 
Our Time we employ betwixt Labour and Joy, 
And both are ir omoters of _ 


IV. I 
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IV. 


Les Cockneys complain, and ſlander his Reign, 
And all his Deſigns diſapprove 3 
The Bumkin can ſay he's more loyal than they, 
And ten times more happy in Love. 
A Female does there kill more than a War, 
b The Soul with the Body does wound : 
But faithful and fair, firm ſound ringing Ware, 
Is only with us to be found. [Exeunt. 
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Peace Here you ſhall never ſee Conteſt, 
But who loves, ſings, or dances beſt : 
What Happineſs that Life attends 
Which Innocence begins and ends ! 
Truth. And while we here have our Reſort, 
Like Happineſs ſhall ſhine at Court. 
About our gracious Prince we'll twine 3 
He the Elm, and we the Vine: | 
Supporting ns, his Name ſhall be 
Made famous to Poſterity. 
Loy. Of Joys we'll open all our Store, 
And, thoſe exhauſted, pray for more, 
Each Minute ſhall exceed the paſt, 
Till his unweildy Bliſs, at laſt, - 
Is grown ſo great, that when above 3' 
He comes to reſt in L.ight and Love, \ 
He ſha'n't diſtinguiſh his Remove. 
To us alone the Pow'r is givin _ 
Of making Earth reſemble Heav'n. 
[Here they retire bowing : The Scene cloſes upon em. 
[ The Company riſes? 
Duke. Such moral Entertainments are not found 
In foreign Courts; I'm glad you uſe *em here. 
Mirth is ſo mixt with Decency, at once Ss 
It does inſtruct and pleaſe. 


f 
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Dutch. Theſe Pleaſures done, we'll ſearch for freſh, 
As far as Heav'n tranſcends the Joys of Earth, 
So ſhou'd the Courts exceed the Vulgar Mirth. 
Duke. I thank you Madam tis a Joy to me 
To ſee you pleas'd, a Pleaſure greater far 
Than theirs for my Return. 
Dutch. My Satisfaction now o'ercomes my Grief. 
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O ' tis too great to laſt | this Scene will change. 
I've gone half way 
To make your Favourite Anon ſome Amends 
For bringing happy News, and now the Time 
Calls me to do the reſt. 
Duke, He will deſerve the Favour: I'm oblig'd 
In his Behalf. I wonder he's not here. 
He does not uſe to ſtay from me ſo long. 
Dutch. He has a good Excuſe, and when he ſees you 
Will tell you what I mean. 
[ Exeunt Dutcheſs, and ber Train, 
Seraph. T muſt attend the Dutcheſs. 
Beri. She mult then 
Have me too in her Train. 
Where ſhou'd the Body be but with the Soul ? 3} 
[l [ Exeunt Seraph. Beri. 
Duke. Ha! 1 neglect to undeceive my Uncle. 5 
But yet *tis Time O here my Agnon comes: 2 
Withdraw. [ Exeunt Ornuo. Mordi. Cham. Attendants. 7 
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Enter Agron. 


My Friend! my Brother of the War! 

Where haſt thou hid thy ſelf? My only Grief 

Has been the want of thee: But now I have thee thus 

Pl hold thee faſt. Were but the fair One here 

That I ſo oft have told thee of, I then 

Shou*d have no more to ask, or Heav' n to grant; 
My Joys wou'd be compleat. 8 

2 Anon. 
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3 Anon. And mine are ſo! or if I've any Grief, 
2Z *Tis to be happy before you. The Dutcheſs 
(Who does ſollicit her in my Behalf) 
2 Deſigns a Match between me and her Fav'rite, 
The beauteous Adori//a. CLF | 
Duke. Ha! [ Starts. 
4 Ignon. If you, that never.yet deny'd me ought, 
Give your Conſent. 5 
Due. Why, Agnon, have you her's! 
1 Agnon. No, Sir. She has declar'd 
She will not marry me without your Leave. | 
Dufte. And that was what ſhe knew I ne'er wou'd 
give. | = 
Anon. My Lord? 
= Duke. Unhappy Youth! 
I will not let thee ſplit upon this Rock 
For want of Warning. This is ſhe, O Friend, 
| This very Adoriſſa is the Lady 
l went ſo oft in Privacy to viſit. 
= *Tis true, I did conceal her Name from you, 
Which was, indeed, a Fault; for Friendſhip does 
XZ Admit of no Reſerve But do not grieve, 
I'll find a Way, if Wealth or Pow'r can charm, 
= To make you Reparation. | 
Agnon. O Sir, you are too excellently good! 
Tour Pardon's all I ask. Where you are pleas'd 
I To place your Love, *tis Arrogance for me 
= To hope Return of mine: I'm glad ſhe's yours, 
For you indeed alone deſerve the Bleſſing. 
8 Duke. I go my Friend, ſtrive to divert my Mo- 
tner | 
From importuning me in thy Behalf: 


1 I wou'd, if poſſible, deny her nothing. [Exit Agnon. 


How great this young Man's Friendſhip is, that does 

Renounce his Hope for me, I feel my ſelf; 

Twere Death to me to part with her a Day; 

Nor Life, nor Crowns, _ charm, were ſhe away. 
| 2 by 


But 
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But ſee! ſhe comes l- So after a black Storm, 
Th'unclouded Sky with Wot we behold, 
Where late the Light ning flaſh'd, and Thunder roll'd. 


Enter Adoriſſa. 


O Beauty ! Innocence! O Heav'n it ſelf! 
For what is Heav'n but a delightful State, 
Where Sadneſs is forgot, and Pleaſure lives? 
So where thou art, no Miſery appears, 

We loſe the Memory of all our Woes, 
And thou art the Oblivion of our Cares. 

Ador. May you ſtill think ſo: I wou'd be to you 
That Bleſſing that you hope: But my ſad Heart 
Does beat another Tune. A thouſand Fears 
Live in my troubl'd Thought, and to my Mind 
Preſent a diſmal Scene. Give me again, 

Ye Pow'rs, my Range among the Fields and Groves, 
And murm'ring Streams, where Innocence and Truth 
For ever dwell, and their ſoft Offspring Love, 

Does warm, and never ſcorch. Yet why theſe Fears? 
IIl ſuiting with this happy Day at Court, 

And to my Thoughts of you; who are whate'er 

A longing Maid that weeps, thar oo tor Love, 
Can either wiſh, or hope! 

Duke. O Truth! O Softneſs ne'er to be expreſt ! 
She wins! ſhe grows upon my Soul! 

O let me preſs thee in my longing Arms! 
Thus lock'd in my Embraces, and my Vows 
Of deathleſs Love repeated, you muſt own 
That all your Fears are vain. 
Ador. So may they prove. 
But O I am to tell you the good Dutcheſs © 
(Whoſe Tenderneſs to me can't be expreſs'd, 
For ſure ſhe loves me equal with her ſelf) 
Solicits me with all the Earneſtneſs _ 
Paſſion can frame in the Behalf of Agron, 
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Who dies, ſhe ſays, if I deny him Love. | 
Duke. *Tis true, by Heav*n, he ſaid my Mother mov'd 
The Match, and was his Advocate to you: = 


3 But ſeeing thee, it left me like a Dream. 
2 FEvn Jealouſy it ſelf, that mortal Bane, 
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Which other Beauties by their Falſhood kindle, 
Thy Virtue does extinguiſh ; like a Spell, 
A Magick Circle round thy Lover's drawn, 
The Fiend can't enter there, 

Acdor. Nor is this all: ? 


1 My Mother, too, has undertook the Cauſe, 
Commands, intreats, perſuades, and will, I fear, 
Proceed to harder Treatment. I am loſt | 


Unleſs you interpoſe. 
Duke. Loſt | Nature firſt 


| Shall fail, and all the Frame of Things diſſolve! 


Alas! without thee I am loſt my ſelf. 

Thou art my Northern Star, brighter than that 
By which the Sailor ſteers ! the Point to which 
My trembling Love inclines. | 

Thou'rt all magnetick ! Others draw our Eyes 
To gaze a While; but take the Face away, 
Th' Impreſſion's gone: But thy attractive Rays 
Does fix the Soul; and we no more can move 


By our own Strength, than Needles from the Pole. 


Ador. I know not how to anſwer Words like theſe: 


I I only know I love, and know Im true, 
And fly to you for Shelter from the Storm. 


Duke, What Storm can reach thee here? [| Embrace. 


Thou'rt guarded by Divinity it ſelf, 
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The holy Sanctuary of Sov'reign Pow'r, 

And by thy Innocence, the Arms of Heav'n. 

Tis true, indeed, Pm ſorry for my Friend. 

But if our Love, or rather Extaſy, „ 

Will give us Leave but to conſult with Reaſon, 

What can we fear? If, as you ſay, my Mother 

Efteems you to that Height, ſhe will be glad 
— "4 Of 


Their warm prolifick Influence will revive 
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Of your Advance; at leaſt your Mother will, 

Or it they both my Paſſion diſapprove, 

Who dares controul me in my Power, or Love? = 
Ador. O Heav*n! another that were bleſt like me, 

And lov'd like me, wou'd be quite loſt in Joy E 

Yet ſee theſe Tears, in ſpite of me they fall, 

Th* ominous Drops blaſt all my ſmiling Hopes 4 

As Moiſture that from baleful Yew is ſhed, 4 

Kills every Plant that's near. 3 
” Se a Miſtake, my Love, they*re Tears of | 


8 A with a too vaſt Delight 
Relieves her ſelf this way: Like April Show'rs 


Thy drooping Joys, and make 'em ſmile like May, 
With all her Sweets broad blown. No more! no 
more! | 
Ador. I cannot ſtop the Current, it will flow! 
My trembling Joints refuſe to bear my Weight. 
O blame me not, my Lord, for leaning here; | 
Oh! el : 
Duke. Ha! ſure, my Love, there's Magick in ty 
Tears! 
See! I am melting too. My Eyes run o'er ! "WM 
I wou'd not weep, but muſt—'Tis wond'rous Strange ! 
Yet there's ſome Comfort, we may blend the Streams. 
I Killing ber. 
Thus mixt our Tears are Emblems of our Minds, | 
No more to be divided. 1 
Look up, my Fair, and dry thy 8 Eyes; 4 
Like an unclouded Heav*n ſhine out at full, = 
That I may have the Bleſſing of thy Beams 'Y 
To warm me ihto Joy! 
Ador. You ſhall, my Lord! | 
My Life ! my Royal Love! were I poſſeſt 1 
Of Kingdoms, Empires, Worlds, you ſhou'd have all ! 
See ! here I bid Adiey to all my Fears, 
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The Royal Penitents. 


And fly into your Arms. 
O take me to you 


FL 23 


Here I muſt live, here wou'd reſign my Breath : 
Diſſolving here, I ſnou'd be charm'd in Death. 
Duke. Talk not of dying, we ſhall live, my Love, 


All Happineſs our own. O let me preſs 


Thee thus, and hold thee ever in my Arms! 
O Glory ! Brightneſs ! O Seraphick Form! 


What Sweets hereafter muſt Fruition give? 
I can but now Juſt look on Thee and Live 


The End of the Stond A CT. 
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Enter Duke, Seraphana. 
Duke, 
8 me? 
Did not you make th* Appointment ? 
Seraph. Yes, I did. N 
Duke. And name the very Apartment, and the Time 
We were to meet? with ſome Commands beſide 
To be obſerv'd? 
Seraph. *Tis true, great Sir, I did. 
Duke. Well, granting that you fail'd me, ( as you ſay 
You did) Why ſhou'd you falſely promiſe that 
You meant not to perform ? | 
Seraph. For a Deſign that did not take Effect, 
Tho', on my Side, religiouſly intended: 
For ſo may Heav'n deny, or grant me Mercy, 
As I have told you Truth. How you cou'd be 
Impos'd on ſo, I tremble to conjecture. 
What y'ave declar'd does ſhew y*are much abus'd, 
But upon me, where e' er the Fault does lie, 
The Puniſhment has moſt ſeverely fallen. 
Tho? more than Life, I lov*d the Prince Berino; 
J was reſolv'd, till I had eas'd my Mind, 
And clear*d my ſelf of the Diſgrace you had 
(I know not how) conceiv'd unjuſtly of me, 
To ſhun his Bed as I wou'd ſhun Confuſion. 
I cou*d not anſwer it at all to Virtue 
To Marry him till you were undeceiv'd. 
Relief at length is come; and now our Way 
Is ſmooth, nor ſhall he till to morrow ſtay : 
*'T'will half attone for all his Miſeries paſt, 
To find me better than my Word at laſt. [ Exil _—_ 
A 2 UKCs 
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Due. I am amaz'd ! to ſee her Confidence 
Makes me almoſt believe her, even in ſpite 
Of my own Senſes: Falſhood has in her 
Aſſum'd the Air of Truth, and charms alike. 
was not Imagination, *twas no Dream, 
But real and ſubſtantial, _ 
Miet with a Warmth as great as that 1 brought. 
Let me conſider. s it not her Intereſt 
To ſay all this? It is; her Marriage elſe 
With my fond Uncle falls. Tis her own Cauſe : 
She is a partial Witneſs, and muſt find 
The leſs Regard ; yet *twas a cunning Way: 
But Wickedneſs does never want Invention. 
Ne muſt not be abus'd. O Luſt! thou Bane 
Of half Mankind, and Tempter to the Reſt, 
Which ev*n, ſometimes, the beſt but ill reſiſt, 
And halting win the Day : Happy are thoſe 
© Whoſe Youth does ſcape thee. Between Love and thee 
Vaſt is the Difference, tho? thy Votaries ſay 
We Who rather wou'd be ſcorch'd than warm'd) there's 

one? 

Por Love's all lambent Brightneſs, pure and chaſte 
Hut thine is a conſuming Fire like Hell, 
And here does licht the Flames it there mult feel. 
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Enter Dutcheſs. 


' Dutch, J parted juſt now with a ſtrange Petitioner ! }- 
WMou'd you not think it odd for one that's Poor, 

4 et ſees vaſt Sums of Wealth before his F ace, 

And has the Liberty to take at Will, 

To beg he may have none? Yet ſuch is al 

le dies for Love, yet makes it his Requeſt 

e may not have the Fair one he adores, 

ho' he without her never can be Happy 

mult beg you t adviſe him. 

Duke. Agnon is Wiſe, and therefore 1 no doubt, | 
3 Reaſon 
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| Reaſon for his Refuſal. 


Is worthy of a Crown. 
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But, Madam, I am your Petitioner 
As well as he. You but juſt now were pleas'fl 
To mention Marriage to me; now I own 
Ive made my Choice; and only your Conſent 
Is wanting as a Licenſe to my Joy. 
Dutch. What Chill is this that do's run ſhudd'ring # 
thro' me! [Walking N him. 
I feel methinks, a F latneſs i in my Spirits: x 
My Blood retires to aid my lab*ring Heart, | 
And boading Horrors brood upon my Mind, 
As Fate were teeming with ſome dire Event, 
Juſt ſtruggling for the Birth. What can it mean? 
O ye Immortal Pow'rs ! you know my Intents 
Were juſt, and that my Virtue was ſurpriz'd : 
I've long repented, and I yet repent: | 
Accept my Sorrous, and avert my Fears, 
Contrition ne? before ſhed purer Tears ! [ Afide, 
Duke. She ſeems diſturb'*d-—— But will not ſure deny | 
me.. Aſide. 
Dutch. Yes, Son; I heard y*had made your Choice; 
but yet Turning towards him, and ſmiling, ® 
Am ignorant of whom; yet I've been thinking, 8 
But know not where to fix. You need not doubt 
Of my Conſent: She who cou'd gain your Love 


Duke, O ſhe's the beſt | 

And ſweeteſt of her Sex! Deſcription yet 
Could never reach her ! never yet in Dreams, 
In all the viſionary Objects ſeen, 
When op'ning Heaven its Glories does diſcloſe, 
Appear'd a purer Form! By this time you 
Muſt needs conceive I mean no other but 
Your Favourite, Adoriſſa. 4 
Dutch. Horror | Horror! - Oh! —— — 3 
Duke. She ſinks! She dien ay! — Without there! 

Help! = 

£ Who | 7 
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The Royal Penitents. 27 
Who waits? Berino! Agnon! — Death and Horror! 1 
No Creature within hearing! 
Look down ye Pow'rs, ſee but how frail w' are made, 
And pity us! A Flower is longer fading 
2 5 Cruel! cruel! 
Dutch. Oh! 
ring Duke. How do you, Madam * 
him, | 3 Dutch. Jult as Sinners do 
hat ſtand upon the very Brink of Hell; 
Z TH eternal Fire before, and Fiends behind, 
7 Juſt ready for the Plunge !|-——O I am all 
Oer monſtrous! Conſcience, whither wilt thou drive 


1? me? 
II will not, cannot bear i 1 tis too Cruel ! 
= i [ Stwoons again. 
Due. What dreadful ching can thus o' ercome her 
5 Spirits! | 
ide. I'm Rigg with the Horror! —— No Help yet! — 
leny But ſhe again revives ! | 


fi ade. Dutch. The Pow'rs have found me out! I knew a 
ice; 5 Day 
lng + Wou'd come, how e'er the Van of Life did pleaſe, 
That wou'd bring Vengeance in the Rear: Juſt Heav'n 
2X Will not forget, tho? it may long delay. 
Duke. What do you mean? I ſtand confounded at 
This wild Behaviour. Speak, and eaſe your Soul: 
Il Kingdoms are the Price, to give you Peace, 
AI You need not doubt the Cure. 
Dutch. Hear me, Theodorus, hear me, wretched Son! 
= By all th Immortal Pow'rs, I here adjure you, 
If thou haſt the leaſt Wiſh or Hope of Joy 
Here, or hereafter, fly from Adoriſſa: 
Il charge you think not of her as a Wife! 
In other things command me, Ill obey, 
90015. And lick the Duſt before you: But if thou 


ere! 3 In this doſt diſobey me, all my Bleſſings 
ll darn to mortal Curſes, that ſhall weigh 


Thee 


28 Innocence Diſtreſs d: Or, 
Thee down ſo low, the Hand of Heav'n it ſelf 
Will ne'er extend to raiſe thee! 
Duke. This Violence.—— 
Dutch. Is to ſave thee from Perdition! 
What e'er becomes of me, I'd have you Happy.—— 
Kneel! Kneel!- I 
Duke, I will. ——Ye Heay” nly Pow'rs reſtore ger! 
Ade. 3 f 
Dutch. Now Swear! Swear by that everlaſting F — : 
That we profeſs, by every thing that binds 
A Chriſtian Oath, Truth, Chaſtity, and all 3 
That's Pure and Holy, that you'l never zouch her 0 
Or take her to thy Bed a Wife, or elſe; | 8 
(For both, O both are damnable alike! ') 2 
Swear as you hope Salvation 2 ] 
Duke. O Madam, let me beg you to retire, [Rif ing. | 
And talk with your Divines ; their Counſel will 
Let in the Beams of Comfort on your Soul, 
And fix your wayward Reaſon. 
Religion 1s the Balm to feſter*d Minds ; ; 
There's none ſo wretched, none ſo loſt to Hope, 
But find it ther. Come Madam, I'll attend you. | 
Dutch. No, no, I am not mad——O, that I were! 
Madneſs ? It wou'd be Heav'n to what I ſuffer : E 
To Knowledge loſt, I ſhou'd be loſt to Grief, 
No Guilt, or Fear of future Pain wou'd haunt me, 
I've told you Truth, this is the very Criſis 
On which your endleſs Weal or Woe depends. 
Be wiſe and ſave your ſelf. But don't propoſe | 
Counſel to me; Phyſician, nor Divine, —_ 
No human Means or heav'nly will avail — 4 
Pm paſt all Cure! b 
Duke. Horrid Deſ] ict La ” 3 
Dutch. But ſince you are not ſo, 1 
O Swear! Swear ! Swear to what I have enjoyn'd ou! 
Duke. What ſhall I do to fave her? C4 Aſide: | 
Alas I've ſworn the Contrary! I've ſworn eternal Le 
| | e 
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The Royal Penitents. 29 
Pve ſworn immediately to marry her! ö 
Think on the Doom that's due to perjur'd Souls, 
And you'll not counſel me to break my Vows, 
— When Heav'n was call'd to vouch 'em. 
3B Dutch. Heav'n will pardon, 
r! MF Nay Heav'n exacts it from you; we muſt ſhun 
ſide. | 3 The great, for leſſer Evils. To moſt Men 
in he breaking of a Vow, I grant, is Mortal: 
But *cis a Sin for you to keep it, greater 
3 Than Perjury, Blaſphemy, Revenge, or Murder, 
Or ought we hold moſt horrid! Pm your Mother, 
Think but of that 
Duke. I do; 
but dare not ev'n be Wicked, tho? you'd have me. 
ing. Dutch. O Miſerable ! Miſerable Woman! 
see but to what your Diſobedience drives me. | Kneels, 
Here, grov'ling, thus, thus in this abject Poſture, 
beg you, I beſeech you to yield up | 
hat fatal Fair to Anon. or to any, 
No matter whom, ſo y' are acquitted of her 


ret hear me! hear me! hear me! 
re! Duke. Riſe! O Riſe! or elſe 


By Heav'n I will not anſwer you a Word. | She riſes, 

Were it but Life, how quickly I'd obey ? | 

But ſhe's my Soul! there can be no Diviſion ! 

Dutch. There can: there muſt! there ſhall!——But 

Since my Prayers and Tears are all in vain, 

I aſſume a Mother's Power: Tho? in Office 

l am below, in Nature Pm above you, 

And do Command you leave her. 

Dufte. Let your Commands be poſſible! 

1/ide, FF Dutch, They are! [ Laying hold on him. 
Villain, they are!——O I ſhall be diſtracted! 


ou! Ne that can let a Mother kneel in vain, 

Vedi. Is an unnatural Villain Tou ſhall leave her! 

o_ Date. What will my Fate do with me. 
'vc | e | 


See, 


30 Innocence Diſtreſs'd + Or, 
See, Madam, ſpeak the Word, I'! ſheath i it deep 3 
[ Draws his Stord, | 
Here in my Breaſt, to ſhew there's nothing elſe 3 
But that you ask I can or will deny you. I 
Dutch. By any other Hand thy Death were happy — 1 
Inſtruct me, O inſtruct me, gracious Heav'n, 3 
[ Walking from vim. 34 


wenn en 
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T* eſcape this Labyrinth | I canſee 
No Path but Ruin, and unheard of Horrors ! 

New Worlds of Woe, and Vice beyond Example! 
O for a Clue to guide me [ Studying. 3 

Duke. I was not warn'd in vain; tho? Idelay'd : 
My coming long, 1 am return'd too ſoon. 
Something, methinks, prophetical informs me TY 
My Death were now a Bleſling ! | [A. 4. 4 

| Dutch. See, raſh young Man, to what your thus 1 

perſiſting _ 7 
In ſtubborn Diſobedience has reduc'd you: 
I wov'd have kept it ſecret; bur *tis now « 
What you muſt know; yet, known, you'll wiſh you had 
Implicitly obey*d and ſought no further. . 

Duke. What Turn is this? Is there a Shaft behind 
That yer can wound me deeper ? 

Dutch. This Miſtreſs of your Vows, this Adoriſſa, 
From whom Ive been diſſuading you; ev'n ſhe 
Whoſe Breaſt you thought a white expanded Heav' Ns 
Where Chaſtity was grav'd to laſt for Ages, 

Is now become a Sheet of Brothel Paper, 
To write the Name of Whore on. | 

Dake. Ha! whither now? 

Where will theſe Miſchiefs find a Tninarien ? 

Dutch. I need not tell you that above my ſelf, 
And next to you, I once did love that Lady: 

In her dear Boſom, I repos'd my Cares, 
And never miſt of finding Comfort there. 
Now Agnon being as much priz'd by you, 
4 in our Love, I did not think I could 
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3 Oblige you more than to joyn both in Marriage. 

rd. Accordingly, I've been th' Occaſion, oft, 

Pf Interviews between 'em, and prevail'd 

The her Mother to promote the Match: 

This Day (O fatal Day to all our Quiet! ) 

1 left *em in my Cloſet, that the Youth 

Tee undiſturb*d, purſue her fair Affection: 

But ſome Time after (and it muſt be Heav'n 

That did inſpire me) Pd a Mind, methought, 

0 liſten to their Talk. But O! Twas ſuch 

As told me ſhe muſt never be your Wife! 

FUnles you are content to glean for Pleaſure 

WA fter a Subject who enjoy'd the Harveſt 

Of all her bluſhing Honours. 

Duke. O ſpeak no more! It catinor, RY not t be! 

he is too pure to tempt ſuch groſs Damnation 

Dutch. The Fault is mine, and I the leſs can blame 
her: 

gave the Opportunity, which ſtill 

7 s half of the Temptation. Now | ew 

To find at once your Friend and Miſtreſs falſe, 

Would give Birth to a Train of Miſeries 

3 Preadful to think on: Therefore, to prevent 

our Knowledge of their Treach'ry, made me feign 

Fo {trange a Height of Paſſion, which I thought 

I Wou'd work on you to leave her. 

2 But ſince, unleſs you had been undeceiv'd, 

4 * ou wou'd have marry'd her, Pve told you all, 

And hope you'll not condemn me for my Zeal, 

0 Howe er it might appear uncouth and range) 

4 To fave you from Diſhonour. 

| Duke. You've told me nothing if you tell no more! 

hat were the Words you over-heard? O f peak ! 

@ Tho” it be Death to hear em! 

Dutch. Weep not, my Love, ſaid he, 

Our ſtoPn Pleaſures none can ever know _ 

[Tour Marriage being ſo near. Then why theſe F 67 4 
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Hie ſhall but have the Look, and you the Love. 


O long Divorce! O final Separation! 


So wretched ?—— 


32 Innocence Diftreſsd : Or, 


O dry thy Eyes, or yet thou doſt not love me! = 
Duke. A long Adieu to Friendſhip, Love, and Ho- 4 | 
nour! | 
They're in this Couple all extin& for ever. f | 
If there's yet more, go on Tho Pm almoſt | F 8 
Paſt hearing any further. 2 


Dutch. * Love, ſaid ſhe, judge that by what is | E | 
a 5 
The Proof but now I gave you needs no ſecond : 4 | 
For if I marry*d you *twou'd ruin both. 
Beſides, our Treachery would then appear 
In its black Form, and leave us no Excuſe: 
Now we in ſecret to our Joys may move; 
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Duke. She's gone! for ever gone! 
And all the Sweetneſs loſt that charm'd my Soul! 
She's gone, and drags my Heart-ſtrings after her! of 
O ſharp convulſive Agony of Love! 
The Soul and Body ſev*ring on the Rack, 
Endure not half my Torture! But they once 
Will meet again, and reunite for ever: 
In our ſad Parting Soul is torn from Soul, 
To join no more! No Reſurrection e'er 
Will call the Parts into their ancient Order, 


hf — — fd , 


Where is that Subject now in all my Empire 


And yet, O HY to think how oft ſhe has ſworn 
She wou'd be true ; with how much Earneſtneſs 'J 
She ſigh'd her Vows! Confuſion! Pain and Tor- 
ture! | =_ 
Why ſhou'd I fo fondly give it Credit? 
Patience, when ſo much Sanctity's traduc'd, 
Were Tameneſs not a Virtue! 
Dutch. How, Theodorns ? 
Duke. You but juſt now 10 l: in Guile and Hor- | 


ror: 
| How 
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The Royal Penitents. 33 
How cou'd her Fal ſhood ſo far influence you 
To ſwoon, and rave, and talk ſo of Deſpair? 
II that was feign'd, how can think this real? 
Z Ev'n in your preſent Bluſhes I can ſee | 
Something you've yet not told me. | 
# Dutch, Ive told, I find, too much already, ſince 
vou make no better Uſe on't; 


8 And if I bluſh *ris at your want of Duty.—— 
But disbelieve me, if you pleaſe, and marry her: | 
have diſcharg'd my Conſcience. ; Going. 
Due. O ſtay! It was an impious Thought to doubt 
ou! 8 


#7 Yet had I heard the News from any other, 

ld thought it falſe as Hell! and I muſt yet 

2 Deſire ev'n you to bind it with an Oath, 

Some Imprecation that may leave behind 

No Room for Disbelief. 
Dutch. Then hear me Heav'n, and ſo in Death reward 
=". 

As J have told you Truth. 
Duke. 5 no more, you've ſtruck my Shackles 

7 off. 

Her Smiles, in all Eyes elſe begetting Love, 

Shall loſe on me their Force and quick*ning Pow'r, 

As the Sun hardens Clay, and makes it ſteril. 

My Soul is now at Eaſe: A Lightneſs dwells 

About my Heart, like Men from Danger freed, 

N The Pleaſure greater for their former Fear, 

And tells me I without her ſhall be happy. 

XK Earewel all fond inordinate Deſires, 

* That ſtill miſguide us with your wand'ring Fires. 

No more Pl] think of Friendſhip, or of Love, 

But fix my Hopes and my Deſires above: 

There no falſe Oath, or treach'rous Look beguiles, 

But Truth abounds, and Peace for ever ſmiles. 
—_—_ Ay, now you make the right Uſe of Affli- 

ion; | 


- 


#3 ——A 
_ 
& 2 


or- 


low D 8 80 


34 Jinocence Digg d: Or, 


So Croſſes ſhou'd be borne. 1 
Pardon me Heav'n; ”— de, as 2 goes 1. 
I've done a little ill t'avoid a greater. 
Some Miſchief on poor Agnon's Head will fall, 4 
But my Son's Marriage had undone 1 us all! [Exit Dutch. 


Enter on the other Side Adoriſſa. 


Duke. See where ſhe comes! Ye Powrs! and beau: | 
teous ſtill! 3 
The Red and White the ſame, 93 
The right #therial Hue and Bloom of Heav in! i F 
I cannot look on her and not admire = 
| O I muſt ſhun her, or I'm loſt again! [4 4, going | 
BH. - Ader. Come Join with me, my Lord, 
| [Pulls him back by the Sleeve. | 
T-adore the Powrs that ſmile upon our Love; 

[ Turn not away: Fll charm you more than ever! 
| I have diſclosd my Paſſion to my Mother, 
| And your Deſign of Marriage: She, at firſt, 

Wou'd ſcarce believe you'd condeſcend to make 

So low a Choice. At laſt, ſhe, ſmiling, gave 

Me her Conſent; and ſaid ſhe'd be a Means 

That we ſhou'd meet and marry privately, 
Without your Mother's Knowledge. | 

Duke. O frail and faithleſs Beauty ! You miſtake: 

*T was her Conſent for Anon 
| How have I been deceiv'd ! Who will hereafter, 
| 


That ſees my Wreck, &er truſt in Man or Woman? 
Rocks on both Sides! The Streights mult fatal prove 3 
When S:ylla's Friendſhip, and Charybdis Love. is 
| Ador. What means, my Lord, this ſudden Alte. 2 
| ration? 3 
| Your Words imply ſome fatal Diſcontene! F 
| O look more pleas'd! Your Aſpect elſe will kill me, IF 
= And fave your Tongue the Guilt! | = 
i Duke. Tell me (O Adoriſſa) and as truly F = 
| | | | . $ | 
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The Royal Penitents. 35 


As you in Prayer confeſs your Faults to Heav'n; 
What think you of my Mother? | 


Ador. That ſhe is 
The chaſteſt and the holieſt of her Sex : 
Thrice ev*ry Day ſhe, on her Knees, ſollicits 
The Pow'rs divine for Pardon for Offences : 


As oft returns *em Praiſes for their Bleſſings. 
The foremoſt Saint in the moſt Chriſtian Times 


Breath'd not more pure Devotion. Why the Que- 
-.- Ron. | | | 

Duke. Can you believe ſhe wou'd be guilty of 

So black a Crime as Perjury ? 
Ador. O No! : 

There is no Pardon for the Wretch that ſays it. 
Duke. Then hear me, Heav*n ! If ſhe's not falſe and 

rjur'd, 
Thou art the moſt unrighteous Creature that 
Did ever tempt Damnation ! Not a Fiend 


, 


But is more white, and has more Hope of Mercy! 


Ador. Are you awake! Oraml ina Dream! 
I hope your Words are diſtant from your Meaning 
This Language is too diſmal to be real! | 
Duke. Diſmal, indeed, but true! WS 


O thou haſt ſtabb*d me in the mortal Part! 


Invulnerable to all Miſeries elſe. 


Great bur for thee, I only courted Fame 

To make me worthy of you : Now a Grave, 

Since thou art falſe, is all my whole Ambition. 
Ador. Amazement gets the better of my Grief! 

My very Wonder does devour my Sorrow, 


Which elſe wou'd ſink me to the Grave you ſpeak of! : 


Who is it that's ſo daring to accuſe — 

My Looks of the leaſt Breach of Modeſty ? 

My Love with the leaſt Proneneſs to a Change? 

Or any Action of my Life with Falſhood? _ 
Duke, One that's a Witneſs to the Breach of all. 


O Adoriſa! *twas unkind ! unkind! | 


D 2 | *'T was 


| 36 Iunocence Diſtreſs d : Or, 

i *T was in thy Heart I treaſur'd all my Riches, 

kh My preſent Joys, and half my Hopes of future; 

| They're gone! *tis only Auon now that charms, 

And all my Wealth lies claſp'd within his Arms. 

j Ador. Be you my Witneſs that my Fears were juſt, 

l ſee my Ruin! And if you are pleas'd, 

| PlI not complain: I only liv'd for you, 

| AndI can die to ſerve you. Yet, methinks, 

| You might have found a nobler Way of parting, 

| Than t have accus'd me falſly, and make that 

I ue poor Pretence to leave me. 

I always thought my ſelf unworthy of you, 

And do ſo now, and therefore will not blame you. 

| Be pleas'd I may return from whence I came, 

There graving on my Heart the faithleſs Name 

Of perjur'd Man, conſume my ſelf with Sorrow. 

| Duke. Pray tell me, was you not alone to Day, 

| Shut up with Agnon in my Mother” s Cloſer ? 

Ador. I was indeed : But 

Duke. Hold 1 

Confirm'd from her own Mouth! there needs no more = 

There *twas my Mother over-heard your Loves: : 

| You're conſcious to your ſelf what paſs'd between you: 

And ꝛ'tis, indeed, too black for Repetition. 

| Do not go on in Sin by a Denial; 

Or if you do *twill be but loſt on me; 

I'm rooted and confirm'd in this Belief, Z 

l That you're all Falſhood : So farewel for ever. [ Going. 

| Ador. Stay, Sir! O ſtay ! yet hear me e're you god! 

ll! My laſt Requeſt, and Il not long detain you! V 

g Remember when you firſt came from the Camp, _ 
From which my Mother's Houſe was not far diſtant, 

A lonely Seat, in which you much delighted: 

You found me there all Innocence, unskilPd 

In courtly Arts, pleas'd with my ſingle State, 

Which I had ſtrong Suggeſtions ne'er to alter. ; 

| You oft wou'd honour me to talk of Lore; Z 

| | I heard 


And keep me at the Price of all your Crowns. 


Jou charge me with, may I ne'er know what Joys 
= Heav'n has in Store for Virtue.——— But farewel ! 


The Royal Penitents. 37 


I heard you, and confeſs the pleaſing Sounds 
Sunk to my Soul, and made you Lord of all. 
My Mother then was abſent, and I ne'er 
Diſclos*'d your Paſſion to her, nor my own; 
Fearing th* Event wou'd be as now it proves, 
I thought it beſt conceal'd. 

How often did we paſs the live-long Night 

In Stories of our Love? And been ſurpriz'd 
To ſee the riſing Morn, when we believ'd 
The Ev*ning but begun? O bliſsful State! 
No earthly Joy; it was a Glimpſe of Heav'n! 
Sometimes I wept becauſe I fear'd your Faith, 
But then you'd ſwear again you wou'd be true, 


Duke. O *tis all true! and 'twas a heav*nly Time! 
Ador. Remember then I told you (when you made 
Me promiſe you to meet you here at Me/co) 
That when the ſhining Beauties of the Court 
Inclos'd you round, and hung upon your Eyes 
To catch a Glance ; you wou'd forget that c'er 
There was ſo mean a Wretch as Adoriſſa. 
Prophetick in my Fears, they're come to paſs, 
You've left me the firſt Day of your Arrival. 
Yet I'll be bold to ſay you've loſt in me 
What yow'll ſcarce find at Court 
For if I am not innocent of all 


O] can l, without breaking of my Heart, 
Pronounce that dreadful Word! hut let it break, 
Since you will have it ſo. A long Adieu! | 
I goto pleaſe you. When you hear I'm true, 
Pray ſhed one Tear, for I weep Blood for you! 
| =: | Going. 


Duke. Hold! one Word more! 5 
T hou haſt a Tongue that makes all Muſick vain, 
Ev'n in thy Falſhood charming. . 


D 3 My 


38 innocence Diftreſsd: Or 
My Soul ſtands liſt' ning to the pleaſing Sound, 
Stoops to the Lure, delighted with the Call, 
And courts its own Deſtruction. | 
It mult not be, tis fatal to believe thee ! 
Reaſon and Honour have reſum'd the Rein, 


And govern with an undiſputed Sway: 


Love wou'd revolt, but with monarchal Pride 
They interpoſe, and ſever us for ever, 
Adieu! and with thee all the Thoughts of Woman—— 


Your Sex's Arts thro? all Degrees are known; 
You ruin from the Cottage to the Throne 
We're Suff *rers all; with Adam, Eve began, 
And ev'ry Woman ſince has damn'd her Man. 
I [Exit Duke, 
Auer. Why did I think of &er returning Home? 
My Journey ends ev'n here. 


Thou haſt undone me! but Pm not alone! | p 


Adieu all Thoughts of Pleaſure, Love, and Empire; 


*T was but a gaudy Scene of painted Glory, 
That now is clos'd for ever! 
So the poor Wretch that in a Viſion ſees 
Vaſt Sums of Wealth, and thinks it all is his, 
With Pleaſure views it, turns it o'er and o'er, 
And quite forgets how mean he was before : 
Forms in his Mind vaſt Schemes of various Things, 
Is great in Courts, and intimate with Kings, 
But the unruly Joy, too ſtrong to keep 
Confin'd, at laſt does burſt the Bonds of Sleep: 
Waking, he finds the rich Deluſion gone, 
And with fad Sighs | renews his former Moan, 
[Ext Adorifla, 
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The Royal Penitents. | — 


} Enter Duke, no. 
1 Duke. 1 Arry'd, d'ye ſay? 1 amaze me! 1 
* Beri. Tis too certain. 


Had you but told me this an Hour before, 
You had ſav'd me; now no human Means can help me. 
My only Comfort is, I've not enjoy*d her. 
Duke. Sudden and ſtrange! 
I thought you talk'd of ſtaying till to Morrow. 
Beri. I did; but the She-devil has thought fit 
To damn me ſooner! 
Duke. You are indeed unhappy ! 
Heri. To have liv'd ſome Years a wedded Life, and 
then 
Had Information that my Wife was falſe, 
Ils ſuch a gen'ral Evil, it has now 
But few Exceptions ; ; but the nuptial Hour, 
That very Hour to know it, is a Curſe 
That yet has had no equal. | | 
Duke. Think how I've been decerv'd, you'll not com- 
lain; 
Mine wks harder Fortune. 
Beri. Say not ſo: | 
+. ve loſt what ſcarce you knew, a Year the moſt 
3 Acquaintance; I have ſerv'd an Age. 
uſt confeſs I never heard a Word, 
or C a Geſture from her, that cou'd give 
D 4 be 
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But that ſhames him and me as much as her 9 


Of putting you to ſuch Expence of Time. 


40 Innocence Diſtreſs d : Or, 
The leaſt Pretence to Envy to ſuſpect her. 
So ſweet! ſo fair! my Eyes grew to her Charms, 
Loſt in Delight! and when ſhe ſpoke, my Soul 
Stood fix'd to hear O that ſhe were but true! 
Forgive me, Royal Sir, I've ſomething here 3 
That pleads moſt ſtrongly for her ——— I know not 
why. : - 

Deal with me fairly, is ſhe what you've told me? 

Duke. Falſe, if there's Truth in Heav*n. 
Nothing but your Deſign of Marriage cou'd 
Have wrung the Secret from me: 'Tis not fair 
T* expoſe whom we've enjoy'd: But Silence now 
Had been a greater Error than the former, - 
Come, lay not out upon her too much Coſt; 
She's but, at beſt, a faithleſs Woman loſt. [Exit Duke. 

Beri. O it is more! my Hopes of worldly Joys "i 
Are quite extinguiſh*d. Seraphana gone, T 
By a magnetick Pow'r ſhe draws them aſter. , 
Is there no Way for me t' eſcape this Bondage? | 
Yes, a Divorce 5 = ( 


For then it muſt be known. = - 
But I may ſhun her Bed A ſad Relief 3 
She's here!— _ | 2 


Enter Seraphana. 
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O artful Looks! O ſmooth Diſguiſe! 
Who'd think her Heart cou'd fo bely her Eyes? 
Serapb. IJ hope my Lord will not impute to Fondneſs 
The yielding up my ſelf before the Day prefix d. 

I had no other Way tC attone the Crime 


bu tn bw. 4 Kc. ic. i. 


But I'll be all Obedience now, and Love, 2 
Find out new Joys, and Earth to Heav*n improve! 7 

Beri. Why ſhou'd we blame our great Progenitor ? 
He fell, but *twas where no Man elſe cou? d ſtand; 
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Who cou*d reſiſt ſuch. beautiful Damnation? 

But Fiends, they ſay, like Angels can appear : 

Pm ſure ſhe is an Inſ ance of it there! Aide. 
Seraph. At ſuch a Time as this, my noble Lord, 

To wear a Sadneſs, will excuſe me, if 

I ſearch into the Cauſe : My Duty's now 


Beri. Yes, the ſame Way as Witches ſay their Pray'rs, 


Back ward. The fame 
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All curs'd in thee a- new: A ſecond F all. 


Content the reſt of your deſtructive Sex 
Give to their Husbands ; Griefs, Diſgraces, Cares, 
And a whole Life's Vexation. Never yet 
Did any Female fail to bring that Dowry. 
Seraph. What have I done, my Lord, to draw from 
ou 
Such terrible Expreſſions? 
Beri. Done? That which nothing but your ſelf wou'd 
do, | 
Robb'd me of Peace for ever! 
O cou'd I think that under all that Sweetneſs | 
There was lain hid, like Snakes beneath the Flower, 
A mortal Bane, and unſuſpected Ruin! 
Seraph. What is't you mean? What black- mouth'd 
Villain has 
Traduc'd me to you? 
Beri. Villain? Saints themſelves 


7 Ha'n't more Regard to Truth than he that you 
= Brand with that hated Title. But I now | 
Perceive what has occaſion'd your Delay, 

eſs 


Your feeding me with Hopes and ſmooth Deceits, 
Protracting Time till the great Duke's Return. 
Had he but ſmil'd, I had diſcarded been, 
And you'd have impudently own'd your Sin. 
Seraph. O Pm undone ! 
Beri. a art, indeed, and with thee thy whole 
en, 
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The only Way that Wedlock's free from Strife. 


Remember we were but juſt now made one : 
Mult we part there where all the World is join'd ? 


— — 


COD <= 


42 Innocence Diftreſs'd : Or, 
For who hereafter e*er will truſt a Woman? 
Believing them will now as impious be, 
As disbelieving of a Deity. '. 
Seraph. Yer I'll not tamely fall: The Duke ſhall 
know 
I am abus'd, and 
Beri. Flatter not thy ſelf 
With the leaſt Thought, or hope he'll &er regard thee 
more. 
Be gone |. perpetual Baniſhment is Mercy. 
Seraph. The Fate ] fear'd, 
And have ſo long been lab'ring to avoid, 
Is fall'n upon me. Give me Leave, my Lord, 
To plead in my Defence: ve that to ſay 
Which will incline you to exchange your Doom 
For one more gentle. Stay! yet ſtay and hear me! 
No Criminal, tho? bath'd in Brothers Blood, 
But is allow'd that Favour. | 
Beri. Already pre-condemn'd, nothing remains 
But Sentence now, which thus I paſs upon thee. 
Seraph. O hold, my Lord! If I am not defam'd 
Beri. Forbear! thou haſt already been forſworn. 
He that inform'd me 1s an Oracle, | 
From whom there's no Appeal for farther Surety. 
Thou art my Wife (and what Man can be ſure 
He has a better?) As a Wife I'll own thee, 
But never, never hold a nearer Converſe! 
Sep*rate we'll eat and drink, and ſep'rate lodge; 
Nor ſhall we altogether live uncourtly : 
We've Preſidents enow of ſuch a Life 


Seraph. O Heav'n! are . are theſe the Joys of | 
Marriage ? 1 


O ' tis too cruel! think, my Lord, and ſave me! 


For you I've liv'd thus long, only for-you, þ 5 
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And can't ſurvive without you! 

Beri. Put the ſick Man in Mind he has took a Potion 
And ſee how that will pleaſe him, 

* Naming of Marriage has the ſame Effect 

On me, and does beget a Loathing that 

Makes Mem'ry nauſeous. 

4 Seraph. O that I knew which Way I cou'd relieve you, 
And fix your Soul in Peace. 

[3 Beri, I'll tell you: 

If you my former Comforts wou'd reſtore, 
Leave me this Moment, and ne'er ſee me more! 
Next make all other Females of thy Mind, 
Then, tho' you're curs'd your ſelf, you'll ſave Mank ind. 
1 [Exit Beri. 
GSerapb. Pm loſt! my Innocence 1 it ſelf can't ſave me 
Where can I go? Or how ſhall I appear 

With ſuch a Brand upon me? Who that bears 

he Names of Chaſte and Virtuous e'er will own me? 

In ſad Retirement I muſt paſs my Days, 

Net ev'n there too bold Infamy will find me: 

Into the Cabinet it follows Kings, 8 

And does arreſt the Prieſt before the Altar. 

Death is the only Refuge ! Lucrece ſo 

Got endleſs Fame, who elſe had liv'd unſainted. 

*FHe's here! juſt tim'd to my Revenge nor ſhall 

lis Royalty protect him. 
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Enter Duke. 
Duke. Ha I wou'd ſhun the Sight of Woman. 
[ Retiring. 
of Seraph. Stay, Sir, you that believe the Sov'reign 


Pow'r 
Can do no Wrong. Prerogative ſhall now 
No more ſecure you from my juſt Reſentments, 
han 'twill, if you are wicked, from Damnation. 
Duke. What wou'dlt thou, Seraphana ? 
Seraph. 


44 Innocence Diſtreſs'd : Or, 
Seraph. Make you ſpeak the Truth, 
Which Princes ſeldom hear. My Injuries 
Make me forget the Diſtance of a Subject: 
But Innocence is fearleſs : Wrongs like mine, 
Wou'd give the Dumb a Tongue to curſe ſuch Uſage! ' 
Duke. Whither wou'd all this Paſſion ? | 
Seraph. To your Breaſt, 
To knock there till it has awaken'd Juſtice. 
Tell me (if Bluſhing will bur give me Leave 
To ask the Queſtion) have you c' er enjoy'd me? 
Duke. Lou know I have. | 
Seraph. *Tis falſe! were you the Emp'ror of the 
World, * 
»Tis falſe as Hell! You're not ſo great as wicked! 
I thought before I ad giv'n you Satisfaction. 
I am, indeed, too mean to mix my Blood 
With yours in Marriage, and as much too good 
To be your Whore: In that Reſpect you and 
The Spittal Slave are equally my Loathing. I 
Duke. You rave in vain, Repentance were more fit. 
l' ve but prevented that which I admire ö 
You wou'd conſent to. True, I did you Wrong, 
In cropping off thoſe Virgin Sweets, which till 2 
This i {our preſerv'd, had made thee great and happy. | A 
But, in Return, chuſe ſomewhere elſe, I'll give 9 
A Province for thy Dowry: But this Match 
Is next t' inceſtuous, and will end in Ruin. Nj 
Seraph. Doubly accurs'd be ſhe that you enjoy'd! - 
And blaſted be the Tongue that has defam'd me! 
You have th' Advantage: But if I may gueſs 
Art Fate, you will be quickly overtaken 
By a more fearful Ruin ! Have a Care 
Your ſelf you're not inceſtuous ! But go on, 
Traduce, abuſe me, trample on my Virtue, 
The Pow'rs above will one Day do me Right, 4 
And when they do, ſtrange Crimes mult come to Light? 
[ Exit Len * 
Dult 1 
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Duke, Her ſtill inſiſting on her Innocence, 


Is wond'rous ſtrange! There muſt be ſomething more, 
That does enrage her ſo, than what I know. 
Ha] I remember there was not a Word 
To paſs between us; I might be impos'd on, 
If ſo, I've wrong'd her; but PI inſtantly 
Go find her out, make a more curious Search 
Than yet I've done, and know the Truth of all. 
If by a Trick ſhe has preſerv'd her Fame, 
Be her” 8 the Glory, and be mine the Shame. 
* How dar'ſt thou, Traytor, knowing thou art guilty 
Of ſo much Villany, appear before me? 


[L going, but meets Agnon entering. 


Agnon. The Cauſe I came in juſtifies th Intruſion : 


"3 Tis in Defence of Innocence and Truth. 

Lou are abus'd, and ſo am I and ſhe, 

She moſt that is molt faultleſs; ſhe whoſe Worth 
Compenſates for the Vice of all her Sex, 

_ Whoſe beauteous Form, to match her Mind, was giv'n 
An Angel's Face, join'd with the Truth of Heav'n ! 


Duke. O Hypocrite !- But thou art KNOWN, and 


his Smoothneſs ſhall not paſs. 
Angnon. Then, Sir, this ſhall. _ | Draws. 
Duke. Ha! Villain! draw on me! I've ſeen thee 


brave, [ Draws. 


nd therefore will with my own Sword diſpatch thee, 


Und ſave the Axe that Task.  [ Advancing. 
| Hold, ſacred Sir! | 


O cou'd you think I'd lift an impious Hand 


\gainſt anointed Life? No, 'twas to prove 


My Innocence; for ſince you'll not believe 


Me living, thus I ſeal it with my Death. 
[ Offering to fall on bis Sword, which the Duke 
trites away with his Foot. 
Duke. Ha happily prevented. 
thou? adſt better live, than unrepentant fall, 5 
l or 


46 Inmocence Diſtreſs 'd : Or, 


For ſuch Aſſaſſination finds no Mercy. 
But why, raſh Man, wou'd'ſt thou deſtroy thy gell? J 
Agnon. To give you Peace: My Death were 
happy, if | 
It cou'd but make your Life ſo, and reſtore 
The baniſh*d Adoriſſa to your Favour. 
But ſee! O ſee! the mourning Turtle comes! 
In Conſerence with the Dutcheſs ; happy Chance |! 
It you'll but take th* Advantage to o'er-hear *em, 
My Lite on't, you will gather ſomething thence, 
That yet may fave us all. 
Duke. I' try; but 'tis 
A Bliſs too great to hope! | [ They retire. 


Enter Ducheſs, Adoriſfa. 


Ador. I'm ruin'd ! loſt ! undone! my ſpotleſs Name, 


All that I had to boaſt, is gone for ever! 

Talk not of loving me; what mortal Hate 

Cou'd have defam'd me more ? 

I falſe with Agnon ! 

And cou'd you be a Witneſs to the Scandal, 

With all thar Seeming- ſanctity and Honour? 

You know you've wrong'd me, and I will have Right: 

Living, P11 like an evil Conſcience haunt you! 

And dead, my Ghoſt ſhall poiſon all your Joys, 

Unleſs you to the Duke retrieve my Virtue! 
Dutch. O no! I muſt not! Fate does interpole. 

I rather ſhall endeavour to confirm him 

More ſtrong in the Belief. Inſiſt no more 

Upon this Theme; already you've been told 

Inevitable Bars are ſet between you, 

Which *tis aſſur'd Perdition to o'er- paſs. 

But to your ſelf, I own I've wrong'd you, own 

The firſt created Purity her ſelf, 

Was not more faultleſs. 

But not for Worlds I'd have my Son believe it! 


Au, 


1 i: 


vere 


tire, © 


bet N Yes, Adoriſſa ! yes, my Life, my Soul! 


Your mortal Foes (for Virtue ſtill has many) 
I've ſeen you uſe with Mercy: And Heav'n knows 


No other Means that can prevent her Ruin. [ Afide. 


Let this auſpicious Hour be ever bleſt! 
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Ador. Muſt I be ruin'd then, without a Reaſon ? 


My greateſt Crime to you is fervent Pray'r, 

For the Continuance of your Peace and Honours. 
Can ſuch be pardon'd, and I find no Pity ! 
Dutch. She ſhocks my Soul! It muſt be ſo.——There 
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I ſtand engag'd to the Moldavian Princes [ To Her. 
That he ſhou'd marry there: Beſide, both States 
Approve the Match. Let this ſuffice at preſent. 
But ſince you wou'd know more, 
Pray ſpend the Night with me; I've that to ſay, 
I dare not whiſper in this common Air! 
Horrors, that ſhou'd for ever ſleep in Silence, 
Lock'd up from human Ears! 
When you've heard all, you'll own my Reaſons juſt : 
Wedlock with him you'll think the worſt of Harms, 
And fly to Death for Refuge from his Arms ! 
[Exit Dutch. The Duke and Agnon coming 
Forward. 0 3 
Duke. Fly thou to a Repentance of thy Faults, 
That baſely cou'd'ſt traduce ſuch matchleſs Virtue. 


I over-heard you, and am loſt in Rapture! 


And bleſt my Friend that put me in the Way 
To fee thy Honour made ſecure for Ages! 
The very Tongue that blackn'd, has redeem'd thee! 
But O I beg thy Pardon, that ev'n ſhe | 
(Tho? far, you know, a Mother's Pow'r extends) 
Cou'd make me doubt thy Virtue. 

Ador. Faultleſs in all Things elſe, ſhe err'd in that. 
But O this Turn does come too quick upon me! 
It does oppreſs me! I can ſcarce bear up 
Beneath th* unweildy Joy! Am I once more, 

e e (0 Hap- 


48 Innocence Diſtreſs d: Or, 
(O Happineſs beyond all Hope ! 
I have you faſt, yet ſcarce believe my Senſes!) 
| Am I once more reſtor*d to your Embraces ! 
Duke. Thou art, and envious Fate no more ſhall part 
us: 
This Night we'll tye the Nuptial Knot, and put 
Our ſelves beyond the Fear of Separation. 
Ador. No, not to Night, my Lord, *rwill be too 
ſudden. 
Duke. Can we too ſoon be happy ? 


Ador. Your Royal Mother promis'd I ſhou'd know 


The Reaſon why with ſo much Vehemence 
She has oppos'd our Marriage: I wou'd firſt 
Hear her. To-morrow, as you pleaſe, command 
me. 
Dake. If there's no other Cauſe, we will not truſt 
A future Hour with what the preſent gives us : 
Life's ſhort, and only Folly waits for Pleaſure. 
Ador. O yet, my Lord, ye if I cou'd be heard, 
I wou'd defer it longer! 
Duke. On that Subject 
Thy Tongue wants Pow'r to charm me. Think no 
| more 
On what my Mother has ſuggeſted to you; 3 
I ſee her Drift; ſh' has govern'd now ſo long, | 
She's jealous of a Rival in her Glory. 
Sh' has had her Time.——*Tis now your Turn to ſhine, 
And all that Pow'r that late was her's, is thine. 


Enter Mirabella. 


Mira. 1 came to tell you the enraged Dutcheſs 
Has dee Ply ſworn it ne*er ſhall be a Match, 
If any Thing that's human can prevent it. 
I am To-morrow to retire from Court 
By ſtrict Command, and take my Daughter with me: 
But not, on Pain of Death, to let you know 5 
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That may inform you. 

Duke. Why ſhe's ſo averſe 
Ag ainſt this March, I know not : She has diſguis- d 
The Truth to us: But can you gueſs the Reaſon? 

Mira. Only the Meanneſs of her Birth; the reſt 
Is trivial, and not worth a Repetition. 

Duke. I wow'd do much t' obey her; any Thing 
But proving falſe to Virtue and my Honour. 


O Mirabella ! what do you adviſe us? 


Mira. To put your Happineſs beyond Prevention: 


Towards which I've made a large Advance already, 


For Mordivan is waiting in my Chamber. 
This Night you privately may marry there, — 
And there may lie conceal'd without Suſpicion. 
Duke. Hear*ſt thou, my Love! hear'ſt thou theſe 
heav'nly Sounds! 
Or art thou dumb with the Exceſs of Joy! 
Hide not thy Face, more pure for ſuch a Stain: 
So does Aurora paint the Morning Sky, 
Moſt lovely in its Bluſhes ! 
Mira, Then, To-morrow, © 
T*amuſe the Dutcheſs, we'll go out of Town, 
But the next Night in Secreſy return, 
And in th* Apartment of a Friend's of mine, 
That joins almoſt to yours, lie hid, till you 
In publick pleaſe to own her. 5 
| Dake, *Tis done! 'tis fix*'d! this Night will crown 
my Wilkes! © 


: My Soul, dilated at one View, takes in z 
Whole Ages of Delight, and Worlds of Pleaſure | 


O Madam! O my Friend! O Adoriſſa ! 

Pardon this Extaſy !——l ſtand, methinks, : 

Like martyr*d Saints, upon the Verge of Heav'n; 

Their earthly Pilgrimage and Trials o'er, 

They view ch* eternal Tranſports from the Shore! 
E Gloties 
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Glories that blind ev'n incorporeal Sight, 
And drown their deathleſs Eſſence in Delight! 
Blefling their Change, ſome to their Thrones repair, 


Some mount on Angels Plumes, and wing empyreal 
Ain 


No leſs Pm wrapt (freed from impending Harms) 


With Thought f being folded in thy Arms! 

In thee almott an equal Bliſs is giv'n. 

Cou'd this Embrace b' immortal, *twou'd be Heaven! 

[ Exit Duke, Ador. Mira. 

al A Heay? n, indeed, but tis a Heav'n I've loſt ; 

Nor will I grieve, ſince *tis what he does gain. 

She's happieſt there. | 

But O her Privacy I cannot bear! | 

Acceſs may then be barr'd, and *tis a Joy 

To look on her, tho? I of Love deſpair. 

So when th* Attendant to his Maſter fills 

Some noble Wine, that does diffuſe around 

A grateful Flavour, ſparkling in the Bowl ; 

He ſmiles to ſee it dance above the Brim, 

Pleas'd with the Sight, tho? he's forbid to taſte. 

What if I tell the Dutcheſs they are marry'd ? 

It keeps her here; which will at once oblige 

Both them and me: Then, ſince it mult be known, 

For ought I fee, it matters not how ſoon : 


The Dutcheſs muſt approve her when a Bride, 85 


Tho' ſh' has oppos'd che Match! in Policy and Pride. N 


Enter Dutcheſs. 


Dutch. Heav*n is againſt us, Aguon; I had elſe 
Made good my Promiſe : But I yet ſhall find 
A Way to make you happy, tho' your Fate 
Looks now with ſuch a frowning Aipect on you. 

Agnon. Pm happy, Madam, now the Duke is ſo, 
In vain we ſtrive to part what Heav'n will join: 
He has her faſt; Hymen and Love have now 

| Mingl'd 


l 
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Mingbd their myſtick Flames, and only Death 


Can make the Separation 
Dutch. Ha]! Agnon ! do I underſtand you rightly? 


Or has ſome Lethargy benumb'd my Reaſon? | 


Marry*d d' ye mean? 
Anon. This Hour the Knot was ty'd, 


That makes 'em one for ever. Bleſs em Hesv' n, 


With many Days, and all Increaſe of Honours ! 
Dutch. Bleſs 'em, d' ye ſay? If thou haſt told me 


Truth, 
They're cursd for ever! Empires can't redeem 'em 


Is this, ye Pow'rs, your Juſtice? This your Love 
To erring Man? You ſhou'd have interpos'd 


A gracious Arm, to fave the Innocent, 


And not prepoſt'rouſly forc'd Nature on 


To ſuch abhorr'd Pollution 
Aenon. Ha! l've hurt, inſtead of helping; Aſide. 
Dutch, I muſt diſſemble, if I wou'd know more! 
Tho? Death were now more eaſy |! [ Aſide. Studies. 
Pve thought on't, Agnon, and will now no more 
Oppoſe yon Sov? reign Will: There *twas the Match 
Seems to be made; *twou'd be Impiety 


For me to frown, where Heav'n is pleas'd to ſmile. 


But pray where were they marry*'d? And by whom? 
 Aenon. By Mordivan, in Mirabella's Lodgings. 
Dulcb. What? And ſhe was conſenting to't? 

Agnon. She was. 
Dutch. Confuſion ſeize ber Soul! IA lde. 
I cannot blame her, 'twas for their Advance. 


And did you ſee the Nuptial Rites perform'd 25 


Agnon. No, Madam. 
Dulch. Then, Perhaps, you've miſinform'd me! 

[ Zoyfutly. 

Anon. You may depend on't, Madam, for a Truth. 
Dutch, Go to *em, then; tell *em I am compos'd, 

And reconciPd ; z and, if they will admit me, 
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Pl crown their Spouſals with a Mother” s Bleſſing. 
Smiling. 


Anon. The News will be moſt welcome to their Ears. 
| Going. 
=ſince you are not certain they are 


Dutch. Hold, 
marry'd, 


Send Mordivan to me —he'l find me here. 
[ Exit Agnon, bowing. 2 


Tis done! and all my Care 
Muſt now be to prevent its going further ; 


Jo interpoſe between them and their Joys, 


Now they're broad blown, and crop 'em cloſe for 
ever! 

Cruel, indeed, but ſafe; for *tis moſt certain 

They ne&er muſt come together! What a ſad 

And fatal Train of Conſequences hangs 

Upon one Fault? Which, tho? *twas great, was not 


So far remov*d from Mercy, but an Age 


Of Tears and Pray'rs might make me hope for Par- 
doß: 

For what Crime will not Penitence attone? 

A healing Balm to ev*ry Soul but mine 

Mine it leaves hopeleſs! Heav'n will not look down 

Upon me with a Grain of ſaving Mercy! 

Jam renounc*d, caſt off, and harden'd now 

To do more Miſchief, to deſpair and periſh !—— 

Suppoſe I tell her yet, that which, juſt now, 

meant t' acquaint her with. — be too late, 


She muſt inform him too, which Shame forbids 


He e'er ſhou'd know! It mult be then by Death, 
There's no Way elſe to ſave *em! 'Tis an Ill 

Much better than Enjoyment: Heav*n ! Enjoyment !_ 
Nature, methinks, ſhou'd ſtart ! the Blood turn Ice! 
Deſire recoil ! Antipathy ſwell up 


19 gigantick Size! and Horror, arm'd 


In all its Ghaſtlineſs, ruſh in betwixt 
Their Souls and ſuch Embraces Ah! ſee! he's 
we! Eulen 
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Euler Mordivan. 


The Seriech. Owl's here! who, had he ſung their Dirge, 
Their fun'ral Dirge, inſtead o' th' Nuptial Song, 
We had all been happy! Tell me, Mordivan, 
For 'tis no Secret, was it you that marry*d 
My Son to Adoriſſa ? 
Mordli. I had that Honour, Madam. 
Duleb. Honour? Eternal Infamy and Scandal! 
Racks! Gibbets! Fenn Poiſon! Fire and Tor— 
ture | 
Be gone! fly from me &er my Curſes ſeize thee! 
Thou haſt done a Deed that ſhuts thee our irom orgy? 
Mordi. I hope not, Madam. | 
Dutch. Hope not, but deſpair ; | 
*T will more become you this one Sin has damn'd 
thee 1 
Be ev? ry Womb filPd with inceſtuous Breed, 
And ev*ry Age improve th' accurſed Deed ! 
Love, Juſtice, Chaſtity, for ever ceaſe, 
And Rape, Blood, Luſt, Revenge, and Guilt increaſe] 


| Beall Laws broken, human, and divine, 


And all Mankind in one Deſtructian join! 


Nor only here theſe loud Commotions riſe, 


But ſoaring higher, ſeize upon the Skies! 

Chaos uſurp the peaceful Kealms of Light, 

And the Sun ſink in everlaſting Night! 

The Bleſt from all their happy Seats be driv'n, 
And Rout and Uproar change the Face of Heav'n! 
May dire Confuſion thro? all Place extend] . 
Let all be Hell, and let it never end! [ Exeunt. 


The End of the Fourth ACT. 
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Enter Chamberlain, Bilarmo, Ornuo. 


E' er was ſo fair a Day, as this has been, 
Succeeded by a Night ſo black and diſmal! 
A hideous Darknels, as when Chaos reign'd, 

Sits brooding o'er the World; ſo thick the Gloom, 

The very Tapers, with the Damp, expire! - 
Bilar. And, which was yet more wonderful, (for“ tis 

Perhaps what you've not heard) to Day at Noon 

The Sky without a Cloud, and all ſerene, 

A loud and ſudden Thunder: clap was heard, 

Whereon, immediately, an Earthquake follow'd,* 

But ſhook the Palace only ; not a Houſe 

Beſide, as *tis reported, felt the Motion, | 

Cham. To this, then, let me add my laſt. EN 8 

Dream, i 

And judge if all together is not ſtrange. 

Big with the Thought of this auſpicious Day, 

L went to Reſt, and thus was entertain'd : 

Firſt, the Great Duke, majeſtick did appear, 

By Myriads of his Subjects compaſs'd round 3 

Bleſſings their Mauths, and Joy fill'd ev'ry Eye! 

I wink*d, and ſtreight I ſaw 'em all in Tears! 

As when a dark nocturnal Cloud o'ercaſts 

The Milky Way, and ſhuts the glitt'ring Scene; 

So all their ſhining Ornaments, put on 


To Brach the Day, to Fun'ral Blacks were curn'd! 5 
Their 


Ornuo, 
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Their n Embroid'ry, Purples, Pear], and Gold, 

At once obſcur*d, and ev*ry Face was pale! 

IT asE*d the Canto. and for an Anſwer gat 

A lamentable Peal of Screams and Groans! 

At which, affrighted, I awoke, and found 

My ſelf ſtretch'd like a Corpſe upon the Ground ! 

| | Loud Shrieks and Cries within, 
Bilar. What Cries are theſe ? Or am I dreaming, too, 

And palm upon my ſelf theſe Sounds of Harror 5 

Ornuo. No, theſe are real. Ha ! and itil] increaſc! 

Pray Heav'n the Duke be ſafe! | 
Cham. They do not come from his Apartment, 


Tis from the Womens Side. Hark! louder yet. Aga. 


It mult be for the Dead, or from the Dying. 
Ornuo. I've been where I've heard Groans as loud as 
Storms, | 
And thought it Muſick. ut this quite unmans me! — 
Why ſtand we thus, and may be wanted there? 
It may be Treach'ry levell'd at the Vane, 
PII know the Truth, or 
Bilar. Stay, the Prince, his Uncle. [The Cry continues. 


Enter Berino. 


Beri. O Gentlemen! what means this ſhrill Alarm, 

That pierces only not our Ears, but Souls! 

Making the Night more hideous, which before 

Was of it ſelf ſo dreadful | 
Cham. We're ignorant yet: But ſee! where Torza 

comes, 

Wringing her Hands, and, with affrighted Looks, 

Tells, without ſpeaking, ſhe brings diſmal Tidings. 


Enter T orza. 


Jorza. O Horror! Horror! 


Meſcovia is no mare! the Pillar's funk! 
E 4 | The 
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The Pillar that ſo high has rais'd her Glory, 


Is ſunk for ever! 
Beri. Ha! what ſay'ſt thou, tw? 


Torza. The Duke! the Duke! your Royal Nephew, | 


is poiſon'd] 

A. Treaſon! Murder! 

Torza. Nor is he gone alone, fair Adoriſſaa; 
His lovely, virtuous Dutcheſs, has embrac'd 
The ſame ſad Fate, and now 1s dying with him! 

Seri. His Dutcheſs! 

Torza. Yes, they were this Ev*ning marry d. 

O the whole Story is a Lab'rinth, where 
You'll loſe your ſelves for ever! 
But Seraphana comes. dare no further. 


Enter Seraphana. 


Seraph. O Prince, we're all undone! 


Since firſt the World began, there ne*er was known 


A Story of ſuch Horror! dreadful Crimes! 
And a moſt dreadful Puniſhment! _ 

Beri. Speak on! and reſcue our affrighted Souls 
From this aſtoniſhing Suſpence! | 

Seraph.. Before the Duke 
Left Maſco laſt, he did ſollicit me 
For ſuch a Favour as I dare not mention. 
With Courtſhip, Vows, and Preſents, (tho? l ſtill 


With flat Denials did return *em back) 


He made his daily Batt'ry on my Virtue, 
At laſt, tir'd with his Importunity, | 
(For tho? he lov'd, he did not love with Honour,) 


I inform'd the Dutcheſs all; who, much enrag'd 
| To hear of it, bid me appoint a Place 
To meet him, which I did; my own Apartment: 


The Hour exactly Twelve, the Chamber dark, 
And not a Word to paſs on either Side. | 
For ſo her Highneſs order'd, that ſhe might, 


Calling 
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Calling for Lights, ſurprize him ! 
The fatal Hour arriv*d : The Dutcheſs plac'd 


Her ſelf there to receive him, with Intent 


To reprimand him ſharply on Conviction, 

For ſuch licentious Courſes. Thus, expecting 
His coming long, (as ſhe but now inform'd me) 
Light Fancies touch'd her Breaſt, a Warmth ſucceeded, 
Which, by inſenſible Degrees, at laſt 
Ripen'd into Deſire. Here the Duke 
Ent'ring, and taking her for me, ſeiz'd on her, 
With many an eager Kiſs ; while ſhe, unable 
To ſpeak, or to reſiſt, h 


Permitted him ro ruin her for ever! 


Beri. Amazing! monſtrous! moſt ſtupendous Crime! 

Seraph. Had it ſtopp'd here, it never had been n 
And I had been depriv'd of you for ever! 
But the conceives; and brought a Dreſs in Faſhion, 
That from all mortal Eyes conceal'd her Shame; ; 


And ſafely was deliver'd of a Daughter. 


Beri, Unnatural ! fearful! horrid, and unchriſtian ! ' 
Seraph. O that's not all! the malt ſurprizing Part 
Is yet behind ! This wretched, wretched Daughter! 
She had by her own Son, this very Night 
Was marry'd, wedded, bedded, to her Father! 
Beri. Stop where thou art, for! can hear no more! 


O wretched Pair! O moſt prepolt*rous Union! 


Cham. But what of Poiſon? Torza brought us Word 
The Royal Duke was poiſon'd! 
Seraph. Tis too certain! 


| By his own Mother's Hand! 


Beri. Yet, yet more horrid! 
What cou'd prevail on her to do a Deed 


So black and damnable? And murder him 
She had her ſelf enſnar'd? For he, it ſeems: 


Was ignorant, as of the former Inceſt, 
So of this ſad Alliance! 
Seraph. F inding it wou'd be hard to break the Match, 
Is 
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She did deſign To-morrow to remove her 
To ſome Retreat the Duke ſhou'd never know of: 
Ot which he having been before inform'd, * 
This Ev*ning marry'd her; yet *twas not done 

So privately, but that the Dutcheſs heard on't: 
And, feigning ſhe was pleas'd and reconcil'd, 


Came to 'em, bleſs'd 'em, danc'd and revell'd with *em; 


And while the flowing Wine went freely round, 
She privately ſpic'd both their Bowls with Poiſon, 
And afterwards her own; fully reſolv'd 
Neer to have told who was the wretched Anbar, 

Beri, What cou'd her Meaning be for that? 

Seraph. To keep her Shame from being known, and 

to prevent 

Their being guilty of a ſadder Ruin. 
At laſt ſhe took her Leave; and order*d me 
In leſs than halt an Hour to attend her, 
Thinking the Poiſon wou'd, undoubtedly, 
Have had its full Effect before they bedded. 
But when I came, and told her they were laid, 
Loſt in Amazement, Terror, and Deſpair, 
She cou'd no longer keep the Secret in, 
But made a full Diſcov*ry, as you've heard, 
And bid me fly to fave em] 
Affrighted, I ran back, and with loud Cries, 
The Prologue to their Fate, broke in upon *em, 
And told *em all! When, leaping from the Bed, 
Confounded and amaz'd. there ſtreight began 
A molt diſtracted Scene! Shrieks, Swoons, and Groans, 
Was all the Entertainment! Horror ne'er 
Appear'd in ſo much ghaſtly Pomp before ! 
Their being poiſon'd ſcarce had their Regard ; 
They took not the leaſt Notice they were dying! 
The other dreadful Miſchief ſway'd in chief, 
And all their Pain was ſwallow'd in their Grief! 
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Enter the Duke, ſupported Agnon, Mirabella, Athens 
dants, &c. © 


Duke. O give me no more Antidotes ! *tis paſt—— 
All human Help is vain! Have you yet found 
Out Mirabella ? She's the n Hope 


' We have left to ſave us. 


Cham. She's here t' attend you. 
Duke. My Time is ſhort, and muſt not now be fquag- 


der*d 
In idle Queſtions, —1 adjure you tell me 
It Adoriſſa is your Daughter; ſpeak the Truth; 


Your Heav'n or Hell depends upon your Anſwer. 
Mira, My Lord ſhe is nor. 
| Duke. Sink not yet, my Soul! 
Tho? now the Precipice beneath looks dreadful. 
Ah! why then had you not inform'd us of it? 
What End cou*d'ſt thou propoſe from joining us, 
But ſev*ring of thy ſelf from Hope of Mercy ? 
Mira. Much about nine Months after you left Meſce, 
(Being then in Town) I had a Daughter born : 
That very Ev*ning 
The Dutcheſs came to me, to let me know 


| Her Siſter F/avia (who, about that Time, 


You may remember, dy*d,) was privately 
Deliver*d of a Daughter; but wou'd ne'er 

In Life or Death, diſcloſe who was the Father: 
Which made her Highneſs think, that, of his Side, 


The Parentage was mean. 


| However, to conceal her Siſter' s Shame, 


She begg*d of me to give out, I had Twins; 
And, heaping Riches on me, made me ſwear 
1 always ſhowd acknowledge her my own. 
My Husband, juſt before, was ſent upon 
Some Embaſſy, which favour'd the Deſign : 
Bur O! he loſt his Life in the * ment. 
1 My 
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My Daughter, likewiſe, dying, made me doat 

The more on Adori//a, who, at laſt, 

Grew ſuch a Comfort to me, as in Years, 

Advancing ſtill in Piety and Honour, 

So ſtudious of her Duty, I've oft wept 

For Grief ſhe was not mine; and thought her ſent 
From Heav*n in Lieu of all my former Woes. 

Now being, I believ*d, but your firſt Couſin, 

Joyful of her Advance to ſo much Glory, | 

And proud to be thought Mother to the Dutcheſs, 

I further'd the Affair; ignorant, Heav'n knows, 
Of her true Birth. Your Mother only's guilty. * 
Duke. Why does there not break Thunder from the 


| Clouds, 
And ſtrike me dead] Why opens not the Earth, 
To take me in But Grief will do without 'em. 


[Spoon 
Beri. O enn bed. wretched Prince Help! bend 
him forwards. 
I cannot blame his ſinking with his Grief; . 
What Atlas cou'd ſupport the dreadful Weight 2— 
But ſee ! he breathes again.— 
Duke. Again? Dol behold the Light again? 
Do I yet breathe? Will yet the Grave not hide me? 
O barb'rous Men ! You ſhou'd have let me 80, 
When Nature was too weak to aid her ſelf; 
And not maliciouſly have dragg*d me back 
To undergo new Tortures ! With freſh Pain 
Again to rack my Body, and to plunge 
My Soul in deeper Horrors! Providence, 
Whoſe Bleſſings reach to all, excepted me, 
Me only, of whole Myriads; to ſhew Man 
How far Man may be wretched | And no one 
Has yet e'er gone beyond me! 1 have fix*d 
The Bounds of utmoſt Mig ry! Baniſhment, 
Pain, Poverty, Contempt, nor Death it ſelf, 


| Whips, Flames, and Darts, all lnſtruments of Tor- 


the 


hips, 
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ture, 

All made yet tenfold worſe chan Fear can ſhops? em, 
Reach not to what I ſuffer! Th Outcaſt, at once, 
Of Heav'n and Earth! Accurſed here; 3 and there 
Pollution muſt not enter ! 

Seraph. Caſt not away your Hope, my Royal Lord; 3 

you're guiltleſs: 

Mercy will attend you in your Death. 

Duke. Ha! 
Since yet you are not bedded, have a Care! 
Beware you're not inceſtuouſly join'd ! 
If ſome prepoſt*rous Conſanguinity 
Stands not between you! Let the Regiſters 
Be throughly ſearch'd, the Nurſes all examin'd, 
Your Mothers brought to ſhrift, to ſwear one Womb 
Contain'd not both of you! leſt you run on 
To ſuch Pollutions as Heav'n can't forgive, 
Alike unhappy, if you die or live! 

Berino. O ſacred Sir! have Patience! 

Duke. Patience, ſay you? 
See there! 


Enter Adoriſſa, led by ber Women. 


What now can Reaſon or Religion do? 
Frighted with that dire Object, they retire, 
| Own their Aid vain, and leave Deſpair triumphant! 
Ador. Where is my Lord! my dear-lov'd Lord! For 
by that Name 
| yet may call him. 
Duke, What I ſhall call thee, 
I know not! Language has no proper Word 
To name thee by! Ruin'd! undone! and loſt! 
Wretched! and miſerable! all are thine! 
ret * eak not half thy Grief! 
Ador. Afflict not thus | 
| Your 
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Your Soul for me; but arm your ſelf from Heay” hy © 
With Reſignation to the Will Divine, 
And we ſhall triumph yet oer all our Woes, 
By Patience in our Death. 
Duke. Thy Voice was ever a harmonious Sound! 

A Melody that cou'd all Paſſion tame! 

I feel the Balm diſtil upon my Soul, 

And am again at Peace. 
Acdor. Sit down, my Lord, Iam too weak to ſtand ; 
The angry Pow'rs above can't take it ill 

That I am come to die with you: There is 

No Inceſt in that Union. | 

Duke. I was, my Love, returning back to thee, 

For the ſame Purpoſe ; all the Comfort now 

This World can give me, is to leave it with thee.— 
But what's the World? - 
All Falſhood, or will be ſo bw thou*rt gone. 

We will not then believe what they have told us, 

But gently ſteal into each other's Arms, 
Unknown ev*n to our ſelves, forget our Woes, 

And die as happy as we thought to live. 

Ador. There's not a Glimpſe of Hope; we're miſin- 
form'd: 


*Tis all too true O ſacred Sir, can ſuch a Wretch 


As I, without Preſumption, think of Pardon? 
Duke. You're innocent, my Love, the new-born Babe, 
If he were conſcious of his Purity, 
Cou'd not depart with greater Hope of Mercy. 
Aldor. We cannot be too ſure. O let us kneel 


T* implore divine .Compaiſion? ; Hear, ye Pow'rs, 
. kneel. 


That have involv'd us in theſe Miſt of Fate; 
(A Maze where Angels wou'd have loſt their Way, 
Had they, like us, been left without a Clue.) | 

Tf ever I had yet a Thought of Inceſt, _ 

But to deteſt it, let my Puniſhment 

Exceed my Crime; but if you know: me chaſte, 
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If I am only ignorantly guilty, 


Open your Cryſtal Doors, receive me in, 


And ler my Penitence attone my Sin. 

Duke. They hear! they hear! thoſe Lips ne'er —_— 

in vain! [ Riſing, 

I feel a ſpringing Warmth revive my Heart, 
And whiſper to my Soul we ſhall be happy.- 
But O! a Paleneſs has o'er- ſpread thy Face! 
Thy Eyes, thoſe Beams of Heav'n, grow dim, as if 
Death hover*d o'er to cloſe *em ! 

Ador. Yes! yes! I feel his heavy Hand upon me! 
A ſleepy Numbneſs creeps thro? all my Limbs, 
And now the Poiſon racks me! O my Lord! 


Is it not criminal to love you ſtil] ? 


Dying, I own I love you; or, at leaſt, 
I moſt reſpect you; if that be a F 
I yet am loſt for ever. 

Duke. Think not ſo: 
Thy Love's all pure, reſin'd from the Allay 
Of corporal Aliment, as Angels 1 is, 
Whoſe immaterial Eſſence joins entire. 
But Ol feel th' Arreſt of Death has ſeiz'd me! 
One Kiſs, and let us take the long F arewel! 

Incliuing towards her. 
Ador. Fly from me! touch me not! Pm all Conta- 
ion! 

Our ary but mix'd, wou'd turn inceſtuous Air, 
Drive the Plague on, and blot out all Diſtin&ion ! 

Duke. Preſerve her Reaſon, Heav'n! 

Ador. Have you torgot our horrible Alliance? | 
Wite! Siſter! Daughter! Father ! Husband ! Brother! 
Was ever there ſo mix'd a Blood as this! 


Pray, pray for me! and O! pray for your ſelf; 

I wou'd not go to Heav'n, and miſs you there, —— 

Pm dying! O Adieu! and witneſs for me, 

I beg for Mercy with my lateſt Breath, 

And Mo Repentance in the Pangs of Death! [ Dies. 
Duke, 
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Duke. Look up! look up! and ſpeak but one Word 
more ! 

She's gone! and now, as if I liv*d by her, 

I feel my vital Faculties decay, 

And Death's dark Curtains drawing o'er my Ws 

Farewel my Friend ! Berino will to thee 

Be all I cou'd have been: And O Berino! 

Govern uprightly ; let no lawleis Love 

F'er get Poſſeſſion of thee : See, in me, 

How Heav'n abhors that Crime. — But ] ſubmit, 

And wou'd not now, methinks, ſtay longer here, 

In this bad World, to have the Globe my own. —— _ 

Thus much to you.——And now, my Love, I come! 

Tho? Fate is partial here, *twill not be ſo 

Above, for there we ſhall find equal Uſage ; 

There Joy and Purity for ever reign, | 

And there our Souls may mix without a Stain, _ [Pres 


Euter Du bed difratted, held by her Attendants. 


Dutch. Let the Winds blow: Stand off, and give me 

| Air. 
Where am I now ? What doleful Region s this? 

The Seat of Woe and Pain! my proper Home! 


See there! where Rape lies ſtretch'd, with glowing 


| Cheeks, 
Burning in Fire, as in his Luſt before! 
There Murder ſtands ! his Locks all knotted Gore | 
A dreadful Figure, waited on by all 
That in Purſuic of human Blood ſeek Fame. 
Him Inceſt follows, coupPd with Deſpair, 
Twins bred of me; Inceſt the elder Birth, 
But t' other laid faſt hold upon his Heel, — — 
O Hell! Hell! Hell! But I'm awake again, 
And all is but a Dream! My Brain! my Brain! 
Seraph. Try, try Repentance : Madam „ call for 


Mercy. : 
2 5 Dutch. 
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Never before, in ſo ſhort Time, was known | 
So ſtrange a Revolution. 


You have but only chang'd, not loſt your Maſter. 
For you, O Seraphans | / whom I've wrong'd, 


va Truth and Love, and more than now Pl men- . 


This Night we'll give to Grief.- 
A Warning to us, ſink into our Minds, 
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Dutch. Mercy thou'rt damn'd for having of the 
Thought 
Mercy to me Ha! ha —— s Juſtice, then? 
Look on theſe ghaſtly Objects. Cold and pale! 
What Expiation can Repentance make 


For wilful Murder, and for wilful Inceſt ? 


Delib'rate Crimes. — But ſee! they mount! they 
mount! 8 
And take the Right- hand Way, the Path to Heav'n! 
See! Wreaths of Glory round their Temples ſhine !— 
But Oh ! the Left-hand Way 1s Hell's and mine. | Dies. 
Berino. A deſperate Death. 
How many periſh in a wild Deſpair, 


That might find Mercy? Stricter to themſelves, 


Than Juſtice wou'd? For Mercy's infinite, 
And is not to be limited by us; | 
To Mercy, then, we leave her,— 


Anon, you 
Seem moſt dejected; but don't let the Dead 
Deprive the Living of thee: You ſhall find 


From the firſt op*ning of this horrid Story, 
I ſaw thy Innocence, and will reward it 


'Tis not a Time to chink. of Nuprial FE 
And may this be 


And have its full Effect, in bringing forth 

A ſtrong Abhorrence of all foul Deſires; 

That vicious Actions never may take Root; 

For if we ſo will Pant, ee the Fruit! 
1 Curtain falls. 


The E MD. 


